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TO THE READER. 


EPIGRAMMATIC POETRY has 
been so long read and admired, and the 
| utility of compilations by such unequivocal 
testimonies acknowledged, that the DESIGN 
of the present Work needs no apology. 
In the EXECUTION of it, how far I have 
Succeeded, it remains for you to determine. 


| Convinced that your judgement is not to 
be biassed by prefatory panegyric, I will 
trespass upon your lime and patience go 
longer than while I subscribe myself 


Your most humble Servant, 


THE EDITOR 


— th. _ "4 
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POETICAL FARRAGO. 


— — 


ANACREONTIC, 


SHENSTONE, 


— — —— 


Twas in a cool Aonian glade 
The wanton Cupid, ſpent with toil, 
Had ſought refreſhment from the ſhade; 
And ſtretch'd him on the moſſy ſoil. 


A vagrant Muſe drew nigh, and found 
The ſubtle traitor faſt aſleep— 

And is it thine to ſnore profound, 
She ſaid, yet leave the world to weep ? 


But huſh—from this auſpicious hour, 
The world, I ween, may reſt in peace ; 
And robb'd of darts, and ſtripp'd of power, 
Thy peeviſh petulance decreaſe, 


Sleep on, poor child! whilſt J withdraw, 
And this thy vile artillery hide— 
When the Caſtalian fount ſhe ſaw, 


And plung'd his arrows in the tide, 


B 


2 roxkricAl FARRAGO. 


That magic fount, ill-judging maid ! 
Shall cauſe you ſoon to curſe the day 


You dar'd the ſhafts of Love invade, 
And gave his arms redoubled ſway. 


For in a ſtream ſo wond'rous clear, 

When angry Cupid ſearches round, 3 
Will not the radiant points appear ? 

Will not the furtive ſpoils be found ? 


Too ſoon they were, and every dart, 
Dipt in the Muſe's myſtic ſpring, 

Acquir'd new force to wound the heart ; 
And taught at once to love and ing. 


Then farewell ye Pierian quire 
For who will now your altars throng ? 
From Love we learn to ſwell the lyre, 
And Echo aſks no ſweeter ſong. 


THE ATTRIBUTE OF VENUS. 


SHENSTONE, 


VES - Fulvia is like Venus fair, 

Has all her bloom, and ſhape, and air ; 
But ſtill to perfect every grace, 

She wants the ſmile upon her face. 


POETICAL -FARRAGO, 3 


The crown, majeſtic Juno wore, 

And Cynthia's brow, the creſcent bore, - 
An helmet, mark'd Minerva's mien, 

But ſmiles diftinguiſh'd Beauty's queen. 


Her train, was form'd of Smiles and Loves, 
Her chariot, drawn by gentleſt doves ; 

And from her zone, the nymph may find, 
"Tis Beauty's province to be kind, | 


Then ſmile, my fair! and all whoſe aim 
Aſpires to paint the Cyprian dame, 

Or bid her breathe in living ſtone, 

Shall take their forms from you alone. - 


—c Io O__— 


THE RAPE OF THE TRAP. 


SHENSTONE. 


WRITTEN AT COLLEGE, 1736. 


Twas in a land of learning, 
The Muſe's fav'rite city, 
Such pranks, of late, 
Were play'd by a rat, 
As tempt one to be witty. 


.4 


EE EDD —— 


POETICAL FARRAGO, 


All in a college ſtudy, 
Where books were in great plenty, 
This rat would devour 
More ſenſe, in an hour, 
Than I could write—in twenty. 


His breakfaſt, half the morning, 
He conſtantly attended; 
And when the bell rung 
For evening - ſong, 
His dinner ſcarce was ended! 


Huge tomes of gẽò—graphy, 


And maps lay all in flutter; 
A river, or a ſea, 
Was to him a diſh of tea, 
And a kingdom—bread and butter, 


Such havoc, ſpoil, and rapine, 


With grief my Muſe rehearſes ; 
How freely he would dine 
On ſome bulky ſchool-divine, 

And for deſert—eat verſes, 


He ſpar'd not e'en heroics, 
On which we poets pride us : 
And would make no more 
Of King Arthurs by the ſcore, 
Than—all the world beſide does. 


POETICAL FARRAGO, 5 
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But if the deſperate potion, 
Might chance to over-doſe him; 
To check its rage 
He took a page 
Of logic to compoſe him 


A trap, in haſte and anger, 
Was bought, you need not doubt on't; 
And ſuch was the gin, 
Were a lion once got in, 
He could not, I think, get out on't. 


With cheeſe, not books, twas baited; = 
The fact, I'll not belie it; 
Since none, I tell ye that, 
Whether ſcholar, or rat, = 
Minds books, when he has other diet, 


But more of trap and bait, Sir, 
Why ſhould I ſing— or either? 
Since the rat with mickle pride, 
All their ſophiftry defy'd ; 
And dragg'd *em away together, 


Both rat and trap were vaniſh'd 
Thro' a fracture in the flooring; 
Which, tho' ſo trim 
It zow may ſeem, 
Had then a doz'n, or more in. 
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Then anſwer this, ye ſages! 
(Nor think I mean to wrong ye) 
Had the rat, who thus did ſeize on 
The trap, leſs claim to reaſon, 


Than many a ſage among ye ? 


Dan Prior's mice, I own it, 
Were vermin of condition ; 
But this rat, who chiefly learn'd 
| What rats alone concern'd, 
Was the deeper politician. 


That England's topſy-turvy, 
Is clear from theſe miſhaps, Sir, 
Since traps, we may determine, 
Will no longer take our vermin ; 
But vermin take our traps, Sir. 


Let ſophs, by rats infeſted, 
Then truſt in cats to catch em; 
Leſt they prove the utter bane 
Of our ſtudies, where, tis plain, 
No mortal ſits —to watch em. 


. wwW 
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4 Cee. cm 


THE PRICE OF AN EQUIPAGE. 


SHENSTONE, 


— — — 


Servum ſi potes, Ole, non habere 
Et regem potes, Ole, non habere. 


MART. 


—— — — 


1 ASK'D a friend, amidſt the throng, 
Whoſe coach it was that trail'd along: 
The gilded coach there don't ye mind? 
« That with the footmen ſtuck behind.“ 

O Sir! ſays he, what ha'n't you ſeen it? 
"Tis Damon's coach, and Damon in it. 
"Tis odd, methinks, you have forgot 


Your friend, your neighbour, and what not? 


Your old acquaintance, Damon! —“ True, 
« But faith his equipage 1s new. 

c Blefs me, ſaid I, where can it end? 

«© What madneſs has poſſeſs'd my friend? 

« Four powder'd ſlaves, and thoſe the talleſt ! 
« Their ſtomachs, doubtleſs, not the ſmalleſt ! 
« Can Damon's revenue maintain, 

« In lace and food, ſo large a train! 

66 know his land—each inch o'ground— 

« ”Tis not a mile to walk it round 
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« And if his whole eftate can bear 

« To keep a lad, and one-horſe chair, 

« I own 'tis paſt my comprehenſion, ''— 

Yes, Sir; but Damon has a penſion, 
'Thus does a falſe ambition rule us ; 

Thus pomp delude, and folly fool us : 

To keep a race of flick'ring knaves, 

He grows himſelf the worſt of ſlaves. 


= DD, 


A SIMILE. 


'SHENSTONE.,. 


| Whyar village but has often ſeen 


The clumſy ſhape, the frightful mien, 


Tremendous claws, and ſhagged hair, 


Of that grim brute yclep'd a bear ? 

He from his dam, as wits agree, 

Receiv'd the curious form you ſee ; 

Who with her plaſtic tongue alone 

Produc'd a viſage like her own. 

By which they hint in myſtic faſhion, 

'The powerful force of education. 
Perhaps yon rural tribe is viewing, 

E'en now, the ſtrange exploits of Bruin; 

Who plays his antics, roars aloud, 


The wonder of a gaping crowd! 
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So have I known an awkward lad, 

Whoſe birth has made a pariſh glad, 

Forbid, for fear of ſenſe, to roam ; 

And taught by kind Mamma at home ; 

Who gives him many a well-try'd rule, 

With ways and means—to-play the fool. 

In ſenſe the ſame, in ſtature higher, 

He ſhines, ere long, a country ſquire ; 

Pours forth unwitty jokes, and ſwears, 

And bawls and drinks—but chiefly ſtares : 

His tenants, of ſuperior ſenſe, 

Carouſe and laugh at his expence ; 

And ſure the paſtime I'm relating 

Muſt prove as pleaſant as bear-baiting, 


— — — — 


THE CEREMONIAL. 


SHENSTONE,g 


= SIR, will you pleaſe to walk before?“ 
No—pray, Sir o are next the door, 

« Upon mine honour, I'll not ſtir" 

Sir, I'm at home; conſider, Sir 

« Excuſe me, Sir, I'll not go firſt,” 

Well, if I ut be rude, I muſt— 

But yet I wiſh I could evade it 

"Tis ſtrangely clowniſh——be perſuaded— 


IO ' _ POETICAL FARRAGO, 


Go forward, cits ! go forward, ſquires! 
Nor ſcruple each what each admires, 

Life ſquares not, friends, with your proceeding ! 
It flies, while you diſplay your breeding ; 

Such breeding as one's granam preaches, 

Or ſome old dancing-maſter teaches— 

O for ſome rude tumultuous fellow, dons 
Half crazy, or at leaſt half mellow, 

To come behind ye, unawares, 

And fairly puſh ye both down ſtairs ! 

But Death's at hand—let me adviſe ye, 

Go forward, friends! or he'll ſurprize ye. 


THE INVISIBLE. 


BY MR. GRAVES, 


WHAT mortal burns not with the love of fame? 
Some write, ſome fight, ſome eat themſelves a name, 
For fame, beau Frightful haunts each public place, 
And grows conſpicuous—for his ugly face. 

Laura, the rural circle's conſtant boaſt, 

Sighs far the Mall, nor ſleeps till ſhe's a toaſt. 

The prieſtling, proud of doctrine not his own, 
Uſurps a ſcarf, and longs to preach in town. 

Ev'n Weſtley's ſaints, whoſe cant has fill'd the nation, 
Toil more for fame, I trow, than reformation. 
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—_— — 


B — tho' bleſt with learning, taſte, and wit, 
Yet prides himſelf in never ſhewing it. 

Safe in his cell, he ſhuns the ſtaring crowd, 

And inward ſhines, like Sol behind a cloud. 

For fame let fops to diſtant regions roam, 

Lo! here's the man—who never ſtirs from home 1 
That unſeen wight, whom all men wiſh to ſee, 
Illuſtrious grown—by mere obſcurity. 


—— = — ; — 


HULL ALE. 


BY MR, WILLIAM TAYLOR, 


LoNG time did a filly old proverb prevail, 

That meat, drink, and cloth were all found in good ale; 
Till a lover of truth went on purpoſe to HuLL, 
And to try the experiment drank his kin full, 

He began to ſee viſions, his head it turn'd round, 
Till off from his keffal he fell on the ground: 
There in trances profound our philoſopher mellow | 
Lay all night in the ſnow conſulting his pillow. 
Oracular vapours give prophecy birth, 

As Plutarch reports, ſpringing out of the earth. 
Whether this was the cauſe, or however inſpir'd, 
Our ſage gave a ſentence will be ever admir'd : 
"Twas this—T pronounce that good ale is good rear, 
For I find I have no inclination to eat : 
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That ale is good cloth, you may honeſtly boaſt, 

For i'faith! I'm as blithe and as warm as a toaſt : 
But to call it good inis a lie, I'll be ſworn, 

For I ne'er was ſo dry ſince the hour I was born, 
The cloth, cries a punſter, who chanc'd to come by, 
Muſt be a good drap, if it kept you ſo dry. 


A FRAGMENT OF CHAUCER. 


Ricur wele of lerned clerkis is it ſed, 
That womenhud for mannis' uſe is made; 
But naughty man liketh not one, or ſo, 

He luſteth aye unthriftily for mo ; 

And whom he whilome cheriſhed, when tied 
By holy church he cannot her abide. 

Like unto dog which lighteth of a bone, 
His tail he waggeth, glad therefore y-grown, 
But thilke ſame bone if to his tail thou tye, 

Pardie, he fearing it away doth fly, 


N 
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A RECEIPT TO CURE THE VAPOURS. 


POPE, 


WRITTEN TO LADY 1X. 


Why will Delia thus retire, 
And idly languiſh life away; 

While the ſighing crowd admire, 
"Tis too ſoon for hartſhorn tea. 


All thoſe diſmal looks, and fretting, 

Cannot Damon's life reſtore ; * 

Long ago the worms have eat him, 
You can never ſee him more, 


Once again conſult your toilette, 
In the glaſs your face review; 

So much weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, 
And no ſpring your charms renew, 


J, like you, was born a woman, 
Well I know what vapours mean : 

'The diſeaſe, alas ! is common, 
Single, we have all the ſpleen. 
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All the morals that they tell us, 
Never cur'd the ſorrow yet : 
Chuſe, among the pretty fellows, 
One of honour, youth, and wit 


Prithee hear him every morning, | 
At the leaſt an hour or two; | 
Once again at night returning--- 


I believe the doſe will do, 
VERBATIM FROM BOILEAU. 


Un jour, dit un auteur, &c, 


POPE, 


Oxcx (ſays an author, where I need not ſay) 
Two trav'lers found an oyſter in their way; 
Both fierce, both hungry ; the diſpute grew ſtrong, 
While ſcale in hand Dame Juſtice paſs'd along. 
Before her each with clamour pleads the laws, 
Explain'd the matter, and would win the cauſe, 
Dame Juſtice weighing long the doubtful right, 
Takes, opens, ſwallows it, before their fight, 
The cauſe of ſtrife remoy'd ſo rarely well; 
There, take (ſays Juſtice), take ye each a Hell. 
We thrive at Weſtminſter on fools like you : 
"Twas a fat oyſter---live in peace Adieu. 
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ANSWER TO THE FOLLOWING QUESTION OF 
Mxs. ROWE. | 


POPE, : 


WHAT is PRUDERY ? 
Tis a beldam, 
Seen with wit and beauty ſeldom, | 
"Tis a fear that ſtarts at ſhadows, 
"Tis (no, tis n't) like Miſs Meadows. 
*Tis a virgin hard of feature, 
Old, and void of all good-nature.; 
Lean and fretful; would ſeem wiſe; 
Yet plays the fool before ſhe dies. 
"Tis an ugly envious ſhrew, 


That rails at dear Lepell and you, 


ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COURT. 


POPE, 


T KNOW the thing that's moſt uncommon, 
(Envy be filent, and attend !) 

I know a reaſonable woman, 
Handſome and witty, yet a friend, 
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Not warp'd by paſſion, aw'd by rumour; 

Not grave through pride, or gay through folly; 
An equal mixture of good humour, 

And ſenſible ſoft melancholy. 


« Has ſhe no faults, then (Envy ſays), Sir?“ 

Yes, ſhe has one, I muſt aver; 8 
When all the world conſpires to praiſe her, 

The woman's deaf, and does not hear. 


ON Mx. DENNIS, 


WHO HAD THROWN OUT SOME INSINUATIONS 
AGAINST THE AUTHOR, 


POPE, 


SHOULD Dennis publiſh, you had ſtabb'd your 
brother, 

Lampoon'd your monarch, or debauch'd your mother ; 

Say, what revenge on Dennis can be had ? 

Tod dull for laughter, for reply too mad; 

On one ſo poor, you cannot take the law; 

On one-ſo old, your ſword you ſcorn to draw; 

Uncag'd then let the harmleſs monſter rage, 

Secure in dulneſs, madneſs, want, and age. 
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ON RECEIVING FROM THE 


RIGHT HON. THE LADY FRANCES SHIRLEY 


A STANDISH AND TWO PENS 


POPE, 


Ys, I beheld th'Athenian queen 
Deſcend in all her ſober charms; 

C And take (ſhe ſaid, and ſmil'd ſerene) 
« Take at this hand celeſtial arms. 


« Secure the radiant weapons wield ; 

« This golden lance ſhall guard deſert, 
« And if a vice dare keep the field ; 

« This ſteel ſhall ſtab it to the heart.“ 


Aw'd, on my bended knees I fell, 

|  Receiv'd the weapons of the ſky ; 
And dipt them in the ſable well, 

The fount of fame or infamy. 


« What well ? what weapon ? (Flavia cries), 
« A ſtandiſh, ſteel, and golden pen! 
« Tt came from Bertrand's *, not the ſkies ; 
« I gave it you to write again. 


* A famous toy-ſhop at Bath. 
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But, friend, take heed whom you attack ; 

« You'll bring a houſe (I mean of Peers) 
Red, blue, and green, nay white and black, 
« L — and all about your ears. 


You'd write as ſmooth again on glaſs, 
« And run, on ivory, ſo glib, 
As not to ſtick at fool or aſs “, 
« Nor ſtop at flattery or fib F. 


Athenian queen ! and ſober charms ! | 
« I tell ye, fool, there's nothing in't: 
"Tis Venus, Venus gives theſe arms , 


« In Dryden's Virgil ſee the print C. 


Come, if you'll be a quiet ſoul, „ 
« That dares tell neither truth nor lies ““, 

I'll lift you in the harmleſs roll 

« Of thoſe that fing of theſe poor eyes.” 


* The Dunciad. 

+ The epiſtle to Dr. Arbuthnot. 

'$ Such toys being the uſual preſents from lovers to their miſtreſſes. 
Wen ſhe delivers Æneas a ſuit of heavenly armour, 


i. e. If you have neither the courage to write /atire, nor the appli- 


cation to attempt an epic poem,-He was then meditating on 
fuch a work. 
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ON THE REPORT OF A WOODEN BRIDGE TO 
BE BUILT AT WESTMINSTER. 


POPE, 


By Rufus hall, where 'Thames polluted flows, 

Provok'd, the Genius of the river roſe; 

And thus exclaim'd---** Have I, ye Britiſh ſwains, 

« Have I, for ages, lav'd your fertile plains ? 

« Given herds, and flocks, and villages increaſe, 

And fed a richer than the Golden Fleece? 

« Have I, ye merchants, with each ſwelling tide, 
* Pour'd Africk's treaſure in, and India's pride? 

« Lent you the fruit of every nations toll ? 

« Made every climate your's, and every ſoil? 

« Yet, pilfer'd from the poor, by gaming baſe, _ 

« Yet, muſt a wooden bridge my waves diſgrace ? 

Tell not to foreign ſtreams the ſhameful tale, 

And be it publiſh'd in no Gallic vale.” 

He ſaid ;---and plunging to his cryſtal dome, 

White o'er his head the circling waters foam, 
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« But, friend, take heed whom you attack; 
« You'll bring a houſe (I mean of Peers) 

« Red, blue, and green, nay white and black, 
« . — and all about your ears. 


« You'd write as ſmooth again on glaſs, 
« And run, on ivory, ſo glib, 

« As not to ſtick at fool or aſs “, 
« Nor ſtop at flattery or fib F. 


« Athenian queen ! and ſober charms /! 
« I tell ye, fool, there's nothing in't: 
« *Tis Venus, Venus gives theſe arms 5, 


« In Dryden's Virgil ſee the print J. 


« Come, if you'll be a quiet ſoul, 

« That dares tell neither truth nor lies **, 
« T'Il lift you in the harmleſs roll 

« Of thoſe that ſing of theſe poor eyes.“ 


* The Dunciad. 

+ The epiſtle to Dr. Arbuthnot. 

$ Such toys being the uſual preſents from lovers to their miſtreſſes. 
Wen ſhe delivers Zneas a ſuit of heavenly armour. 


* 7, e. If you have neither the courage to write ſatire, nor the appli- 


cation to attempt an epic poem.-He was then meditating on 
fuch a work. 
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ON THE REPORT OF A WOODEN BRIDGE TO 


BE BUILT AT WESTMINSTER. 


POPE, 


By Rufus hall, where Thames polluted flows, 
Provok'd, the Genius of the river roſe, 

And thus exclaim'd---** Have I, ye Britiſh ſwains, 
Have I, for ages, lav'd your fertile plains ? 

« Given herds, and flocks, and villages increaſe, 
« And fed a richer than the Golden Fleece? 

« Have I, ye merchants, with each ſwelling tide, 
« Pour'd Africk's treaſure in, and India's pride ? 
« Lent you the fruit of every nations toll ? 

« Made every climate your's, and every ſoil? 

« Yet, pilfer'd from the poor, by gaming baſe, 

« Yet, muſt a wooden bridge my waves diſgrace ? 
„Tell not to foreign ſtreams the ſhameful tale, 

« And be it publiſh'd in no Gallic vale.” 

He ſaid ;---and plunging to his cryſtal dome, 
White o'er his head the circling waters foam, 
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TO SYLVIA, 


GARRICK, 


| I F truth can fix thy way'ring heart, 


Let Damon urge his claim, 
He feels the paſſion void of art; 
The pure the conſtant flame. 


Tho? fighing ſwains their torments tell, 
Their ſenſual love contemn; 

They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
But ſlight the inward gem. 


Poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſient fire; 


But when the mind receives the dart, 


Enjoyment wets deſire. 


By age your beauty will decay, 
Vour mind improves with years; 

As when the bloſſoms fade away, } 
The rip'ning fruit appears. 


May heav'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs the future hour, 

That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 
May gather ev'ry flower. 
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VERSES WRITTEN IN A BOOK CALLED, 


FABLES FOR THE FEMALE SEX, 


GARRICK, 


WHILE here the poet points the charms 
Which bleſs the perfect dame, 
How unaffected beauty warms, 

And wit preſerves the flame; 


How prudence, virtue, ſenſe agree, 
To form the happy wite : 

In Lucy and her book, I ſee, 
The picture, and the life, 


VERSES WRITTEN IN SYLVIA'S PRIOR. 


BY THE SAME, 


UNTOoUCH'D by love, unmov'd by wit, 
I found no charms in Matthew's lyre, 
But unconcerned read all he writ, 


Tho? Love and Phœbus did inſpire: 


Till Sylvia took her favourite's part, 
Reſolv'd to prove my judgment wrong; 
Her proofs prevail'd, they reach'd my heart, 

And ſoon I felt the poet's ſong, 
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INSCRIPTIONS 


ON A MONUMENT TO THE MEMORY OF A 
LADY'S FAVOURITE BULLFINCHs 


BY THE SAME. 


On the front of the Stone, 


MEMORIZA | 
- BLANDIENTIS VOLUCRIS 
HUNC LAPIDEM 
POSUIT 
282 
ET HOC 
NOBILISSIMÆ LUCIA © 
OFFICII SUI 


TESTIMONIUM 
QUALE QUALE EST 
DICAVIT. 
. On the right fide, 
THE goddeſſes of wit and love 


Have patroniz d the owl and dove; 
From whoſe protection both lay claim 
Io immortality and fame. 
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Could wit alone, or beauty, give 
To birds the ſame prerogative ; 
My double claim had fate defy'd, 


And Lucy's * favourite ne'er had dy'd, 


On . the left fide. 


THO? here my body lies interr'd, 

I till can be a tell-tale bird; 

If David ſhould pollute theſe ſhades, 

And wanton with my lady's maids ; 

Or Dick ſneak out to field or park 

To play with Mopſy in the dark; 

Or Will, that noble generous youth, 
Should err, from wiſdom, taſte, or truth! 
And bleſs'd with all that's fair and good, 
Should quit a feaſt for groſſer food; 

I'll riſe again a reſtleſs ſprite, 

Will haunt my lonely cage by night, 
There ſwell my throat, and plume my W 
And every tale to Lucy ſing. 


* Counteſs of Rochford. 
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NATURE AND FORTUNE. 


TO THE LATE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD. 


NATURE and. Fortune blithe and gay, 
To paſs an hour or two, | ? 
In frolic mood agreed to play 
At What ſhall this man do?“ 


Come, [I'll be judge then, Fortune cries, 
And therefore muſt be blind ; 

Then whipt a napkin round her eyes, 
And ty'd it faſt behind. 


Nature had now prepar'd her liſt 


Of names on ſcraps of leather, 


Which roll'd, ſhe gave them each a twiſt, 


And huftled them together, 

Thus mixt, which ever came to hand- 
She very ſurely drew; 

Then bade her ſiſter give command, 
For what that man ſhould do, 
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*'Twould almoſt burſt one's ſides to hear 
What ſtrange commands ſhe gave; 


That C r ſhould the laurel wear, 
And Ce an army have. 


At length when Stanhope's name was come, 
Dame Nature ſmil'd, and cry'd, 

Now tell me, ſiſter, this man's doom, 
And what ſhall him betide, 


That man, ſaid Fortune, ſhall be one 
Bleſt both by you and me. 

Nay, then, quoth Nature, let's have done; 
Siſter, I'm ſure you ſee. 


CC —————— 


THE EXCEPTION. 


O'TANHOPE has gain'd one branch of fame, 
To which, I'll prove, he has no claim, 
Say they“ His favours he extends, 
« Without regard to wealth, or friends : 
Of ſuch diſintereſted ſpirit, 
«. Nothing prevails, with him, but merit; 
« Nay, he'll diſpenſe with merit too, 
When modeſt want can reach his view.“ 
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Mere prejudice ! *tis plain to me, 
No man takes ſweeter bribes than he. 
To clear this point from any doubt, 
A parallel ſhall help me out. 
The noble Fulvia ſpurns at gain : 
Freely ſhe heals her lover's pain : 
But ſurely you'll allow me this, 
That, when ſhe grants, ſhe ſhares the bliſs. 
So Stanhope, in each gen'rous action, 
Reaps more than half the ſatisfaction. 


AN EPIGRAM 


ON THE REV. MR. L. ECHARD'S, AND BISHOP 


GILBERT BURNET'S HISTORIES, 


BY MR. M. GREEN. 


G1vs hiſtory appears to me 

Political anatomy, 

A caſe of ſkeletons well done, 

And malefactors every one. 

His ſharp and ſtrong inciſive pen 

Hiſtorically cuts up men, 

And does with lucid ſkill impart 
Their inward ails of head and heart, 


POETICAL FARRAGO. 27 


Laurence proceeds another way, 
And well-dreft figures doth diſplay: 
His characters are all in fleſh, | 
Their hands are fair, their faces freſh ; 
And from his ſweet'ning art derive 
A better ſcent than when alive. 
He wax-work made to pleaſe the ſons, 
Whoſe fathers were Gil's ſkeletons, 


THE SEEKER. 


BY THE SAME, 


WurnN I firſt came to London, I rambled about 

From ſermon to ſermon, took a ſlice, and went out. 

Then on me, in divinity bachelor, try'd | 

Many prieſts to obtrude a Levitical bride; 

And urging their various opinions, intended 

To make me wed ſyſtems, which they recommends; 
Said a lech rous old fry'r ſkulking near Lincoln's-inn, 

(Whoſe trade to abſolve,. but whoſe paſtime to fin ; 

Who, ſpider-like, ſeizes weak proteſtant flies, 

Which hung in his ſophiſtry cobweb he ſpies) 

« Ah, pity your ſoul, for without our church pale, 

« Tf you happen to die, to be damn'd you can't fail, 

« 'The bible, you boaſt, is a wild revelation : 

1 Hear a church that can't err, if you hope for ſalvation.” 
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Said a formal non con (whoſe rich ſtock of grace 
Lies forward expos'd in ſhop-window of face), 
« Ah! pity your ſoul, come, be of our ſect: 
« For then you are ſafe, and may plead you're elect. 
« As it ftands in the Acts, we can prove ourſelves ſaints, 


Being Chriſt's little flock ev*ry where ſpoke againſt. 


- Said a jolly church-parſon (devoted to eaſe, 
While penal law dragons guards his golden fleece) 
If you pity your ſoul, I pray liſten to neither, 
cc The firſt is in error, the laſt a deceiver: 
WE That ours is the true church, the ſenſe of our tribe is, 
4 And ſurely in medio tutiſſimus ibis.“ 1 : 
Said a yea and nav friend with a ſtiff hat and band, 


(Who while he talk'd gravely would hold forth his hand) 


« Dominion and wealth are the aim of all three, 
« Tho' about ways and means they may all difagree ; 
6 Then prithee be wiſe, go the guaker's by-away, 
« ?Tis plain, without turnpikes, ſo nothing to pay.“ 


ADVICE TO A LADY IN AUTUMN. 


BY THE LATE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD, 


— — — 
* 


Assks milk, half a pint, take at ſev'n, or before, 


Then ſleep for an hour or two, and no more. 


At nine ftretch your arms, and oh! think when alone, 
There's no pleaſure in bed, —Mary, bring me my gown: 


POETICAL FARRAGO, + 29 
46 


Slip on that ere you riſe; let your caution be ſuch ; 
Keep all cold from your breaſt, there's already too 
much; 
Vour pinners ſet right, your twitcher ty'd on, 
Vour prayers at an end, and your breakfaſt quite done, 
Retire to ſome author improving and gay, 
And with ſenſe like your own, ſet your mind for the 
day. | 
At twelve you may walk, for at this time o' the year, 
The ſun, like your wit, is as mild, as *tis clear: 
But mark in the meadows the ruin of time; _ 
Take the hint, and let life be improv'd in its prime, 
Return not in haſte, nor of dreſſing take heed ; 
For beauty, like your's, no afliſtance can need, 
With an appetite, thus, down to dinner you fit, 
Where the chief of the feaſt is the flow of your wit ; 
Let this be indulg'd, and let laughter go round; 
As it pleaſes your mind, to your health *twill redound. 
After dinner, two glaſſes at leaſt, J approve ; 
Name the firſt to the king, and the laſt to your love: 
Thus chearful, with wiſdom, with innocence, gay, 
And calm with your joys gently glide thro” the day, 
The dews of the evening moſt carefully ſhun ; 
Thoſe tears of the ſky for the loſs of the ſun, 
Then in chat, or at play, with a dance, or a ſong, - 
Let the night, like the day, paſs with pleaſure along. 
All cares, but of love, baniſh far from your mind; 
And thoſe you may end, when you pleaſe to be kind. 


. 
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WRITTEN IN A LADY'S SHERLOCK UPON DEATH. 
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VERSES 


BY THE SAME, 


MISTAKEN fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His doctrine is deceiving ; 
For whilſt he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our living. 


To die's a leſſon we ſhall know 
Too ſoon without a maſter ; 

Then let us only ſtudy now, 
How we may live the faſter, 


To live's to love, to bleſs, be bleft 
With mutual inclination ; 

Share then my ardour in your breaſt, 
And kindly meet my paſſion. 


But if thus bleſt T may not live, 
And pity you deny, 

To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 
*'Tis 1 mul learn to die, 
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TO CHLOE. 


W HENEVER, Chloe, I begin, 
Your heart, like mine, to move, 


You tell me of the crying fin 
Of unchaſte lawleſs love, 


How can that paſſion be a fin 
Which gave to Chloe birth ? 

How can thoſe joys but be divine, 
Which make a heaven on earth ? 


To wed, mankind the prieſt trepann'd, 
By ſome ly fallacy, 


And diſobey'd God's great command, 
Increaſe and multiply. 


You ſay that love's a crime; content: 
Yet this allow you muſt, 

More joy's in heay'n if one repent 
Than over ninety juſt, 


Sin then dear girl, for mercy's ſake, 
Repent and be forgiven ; 

Bleſs me, and by repentance make 
A holy-day in heav'n, 
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BY MR. ELLIS. 


AS Chloe ply'd her needle's art, 
A purple drop the ſpear 

Made from her heedleſs finger ſtart, 
And from her eyes a tear. 


Ah! might but Chloe by her ſmart 
Be taught for mine to feel ; 

Mine caus'd by Cupid's piercing dart, 
More ſharp than pointed ſteel ! 


Then J her needle would adore, 
Love's arrow it ſhould be, 
Indu'd with ſuch a ſubtle pow'r 

To reach her heart from me. 


BY THE SAME. 


RY or 


SUE venal Belinda to grant you the bleſſing 
As Jove courted Danae, or vain's your addrefling 
For love. ſhe aſſerts, all that's gen'rous inſpires, 
And therefore rich tokens of love ſhe requires. 
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Such ſuitors as nothing but ardours are boaſting, 
Will ne'er reach Elyſium, but ever be coaſting, 
Like pennyleſs ghoſts deny'd paſſage by Charon, 
They'll find, without fee, unrelenting the fair one. 


But give me the nymph not ungrateful to wooing, 
Who love pays with love, and careſſes with cooing, 
By whom a true heart is accepted as ſterling, 

And Cupid alone makes her lover her darling. 


THE PLAYTHING CHANG'D. 


KiTtTy's charming voice and face, 
Syren-like, firſt caught my fancy ; 
Wit and humour next take place, 
And now I doat on ſprightly Nancy. 


Kitty tunes her pipe in vain, 
With airs moſt languiſhing and dying ; 
Calls me falſe, ungrateful ſwain, - 
And tries in vain to ſhoot me flying, 


Nancy with reſiſtleſs art, 
Always humorous, gay, and witty ; 
Has talk'd herſelf into my heart, 
And quite excluded tuneful Kitty. 


D 


b 


34 


POETICAL FARRAGO. 


Ah! Kitty, Love, a wanton boy 

Now pleas'd with ſong, and now with prattle, 
Still longing for the neweſt toy, 

Has chang'd his whiſtle for a rattle. 


THE TEA-SPOON, 


OCCASIONED BY DR. HILL'S PRESCRIBING A TEA 
SPOONFUL OF EVERY MEDICINE TO EVERY 
PATIENT INDISCRIMINATELY. 


— — oe — 


HAP Tea-ſpoon, which can hit 
Dr, Hill's unequall'd wit ; 

Patients young, and patients old, 
Patients hot, and patients cold, 
Patients tender, patients tough, 

A Tea-ſpoonful is juſt enough. 


If with tea you ſhake your frame, 

Or with drams your head inflame, 

Or with beef your paunch o'er-ſtuff, 

A 'Tea-ſpoonful is juſt enough. 
6. 

If in-court, with brief in hand, 

Or at bar you trembling ſtand, 

Take the doſe, fear no rebuff, 

A Tea-ſpoonful is juſt enough. 
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What 1s ſtranger ſtill than all, 

Be the tea-ſpoon large. or ſmall, 

Be it batter'd, broken, rough, 
Still a Tea-ſpoonful's enough. 


Order drops, ye medic dunces, 
Order ſcruples, drams, and ounces, 
Hill afſerts, and ſtands it bluff 


That a 'Tea-ſpoon's juſt enough. 


Happy 'Tea-ſpoon, thus to hit 
Dr. Hill's unequall'd wit ! 


A QUIBBLING EPITAPH ON W. LOWNDES, ESQ. 


SECRETARY TO THE TREASURY IN THE 


REIGN OF QUEEN ANNE. 


No ways Or means againſt the tyrant Death 

Could raiſe ſupplies to aid thy fund of breath: 

O Lowndes! it is enacted, ſoon or late, 

Each branch of nature muſt ſubmit to fate : 

Each member of that houſe, where thou didft ſtand, 
Intent on credit, with thy bill in hand, 

Shall equally this impo/ition bear, 

And in his turn be found deficient here: 
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But truſt in heav'n, where ſurpluſſes of joy, 

And endleſs produce will all cares deſtroy : 

And may'ſt thou there when thy accounts are paſt, 
Gain a guietus which ſhall ever laſt ! 


WRITTEN AT BATH. 


TRE church and rooms, the other day, 
Open'd their books for pray'r and play: 

The prieſt got ſix—Hoyle ſixty-ſeven ; 

How great the odds for Hell, gainſt Heav'n! 


ON THE ROYAL MARRIAGE ACT. 


UOTH Ned to Will—this a& appears 
Abſurd, as I'm alive : 

To take the crown at eighteen years, 
The wife at twenty-five, 


The myſt'ry how ſhall we explain? 
For ſure, as Dowdeſwell * ſaid, 


Thus early if they're fit to reign, 
They muſt be fit to aved, 


* See this gentleman's ſpeech on the Royal Marriage AQ. 
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Ned (Will reply'd), thou art a fool, 
And little know'f of life; 

Alas! *tis eafier far to rule 
A kingdom, than a wife. 


IMPROMPTU, 


BY MR. HORACE WALPOLE, 


ON SEEING THE DUTCHESS OF QUEENSBURY WALK AT THE 
PRINCESS DOWAGER OF WALES'S FUNERAL. 


To many a Kitty Love his car 
Would for a day engage, 

But Prior's Kitty, ever fair, 
Obtain'd it for an age. 


ON THE LATE MR. ROBERT LLOYD, 


WHEN A PRISONER IN THE FLEET, 


W IT, wiſdom, pity, folly, friends, 
Bob uſes and abuſes; 
f No pride, but learned pride, commends, 
No liars but the muſes. 
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THE 
| FOLLOWING JEUX D'ESPRIT 


/ WERE PRESENTED BY THE HON. k. WALPOLE TO FOUR 
N FRENCH LADIES OF EMINENCE, UPON A LATE VISIT | 
| TO HIM, AT HIS VILLA AT STRAWBERRY=HILL. 


TO MADAME DU CHATELET. 


WW HEN beauteous Helen left her native air, 
Greece for ten years in arms reclaim'd the fair ; 
Th' enamour'd boy with-held his lovely prize, 
And ftak'd his country's ruin gainſt her eyes. 
Your charms, leſs baneful, not leſs ſtrong appear; 
We welcome any peace that keeps you here, 


Y | TO MADAME DE VILLEGAGNON, | 


ON THE SEIZURE OF HER CLOTHES BY THE CUSTOM= 
HOUSE OFFICERS. 


PARDON, fair traveller, the troop 

That barr'd your wardrobe's way; 
Nor think your ſilks, your gown, and hoop, 
Were objects of their prey. 
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Ah! who, when authoriz'd by law, 
To ſtrip a form like your's, 

Would reſt content with what he ſaw, 
And not exert his pow'rs ? 


TO MADAME DE DAMAS, 


LEARNING ENGLISH. 


Touch Britiſh accents your attention fire, 
Vou cannot learn ſo faſt as we admire; 
Scholars, like you, but ſlowly can improve, 
For who would teach you but the verb, I love? 


TO MADAME DE LA VAUPALIERE. 


SHALL Britain figh, when fav'ring Zephyrs care 
Wafts to her ſhores the bright la Vaupaliere ? 

Ah! yes; deſcended from the Britiſh throne, 

She views a nymph ſhe muſt not call her own; 

She ſees how dear has Stuart's exile coſt, 

By Clermont's arms and Berwick's valour loſt. 


* ow oo 
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LINES, 


SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN ON FINDING A PAIR OF 


SHOES ON A LADY?s BED. 


Wer may Suſpicion ſhake its head, 
Well may Dorinda's ſpouſe be jealous, 
When the dear wanton takes to bed 
Her very s becauſe they're fellows. 


"oh 


* ON A PIPE OF TOBACCO. 


TRHRO- worthleſs tube of brittle clay, 
Will J ſome ſerious thoughts convey ; 
My native frailty here I trace, 

A perfect type of human race: 

Exotic is the noĩſome plant, 

Exotic all for which I pant; 

With ſick' ning fumes the air I choak ; 
What's worldly grandeur but a ſmoak ? 
The quick'ning whiffs declare the ftrife 
Of thoſe who gaſp for parting life; 
'The heap of duſt that's left behind, 
Diſplays the fate of all mankind, 
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SPOKEN EXTEMPORE 


BY TWO YOUNG LADIES, 


OIMON does vow, nay, he does ſwear, 
He'll dance with none but what are fair— 
Suppoſe we women ſhould diſpenſe 

Our hands to none but men of ſenſe— 
Suppoſe, well madam—and what then ? 
Why, Sir, you'd never dance again. 


= — — 


EPIGRAM ON THIS QUESTION : 


* WHICH IS THE MORE ELIGIBLE FOR A WIFE, A WIDOW, 
OR AN OLD MAID ?” 


VE who to wed the ſweeteſt wife would try, 
Obſerve how men a ſweet Cremona buy; 

New violins they ſeek not from the trade, 

But one on which ſome good muſician play d: 
Strings never touch'd ſome harſhneſs will produce; ; 
The fiddle's harmony improves by uſe, 
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ANSWER 


TO THE PRECEDING EPIGRAM. 


ONE rule will wives and fiddles ft, 

Is falſely ſaid, I fear, by wit | 
To ſad experience blind: 

For woman's an Aolian harp, 

Whoſe every note, or flat, or ſharp, 
Depends upon the wind. 


' A REPLY 


TO THE TWO EPIGRAMMATISTS., 


FTDDLES and harps. no more compare 
(Improper ſymbols) to the fair, 
However they attract ! 
Ye wits, for woman let me ſee, 
If muſic will not yield to me, 
Juſtly to grace 
The female race, 
An image more exact, 
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CZE, 


Woman, I ſay, or dame, or laſs, 
Is an harmonica of glaſs, 
Celeftial and complete : 
If new, or by ſome trials known, 
It matters not 
A ſingle jot 
When rightly touch'd, its every note 
Is raviſhingly ſweet. 


* 


LINES STUCK ON THE TEMPLE GATE. 


As by the Templars' holds you go, 
The Horſe and lamb diſplay'd, 
In emblematic figures, ſhew 
The merits of their trade. 


That clients may infer from thence 
How juſt is their profeſſion, 

The lamb ſets forth their innocence, 
The Horſe their expedition, 


O happy Britons ! happy Iſle ! 
Let foreign nations ſay, 

Where you get juſtice without guile, 
And law without delay. 


> 
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THE EXPOSTULATION, 


WHEN late 1 attempted your pity to move, _ 
Why ſeem'd you ſo deaf to my pray'rs?  _- 

Perhaps it was right to diſſemble your love, 
But——why did you kick me down ſtairs ? 


| 


EPIGRAM 


ON THE PHRASE © KILLING TIME.” 


BY VoLTAIRE. 


(Time is ſuppoſed to ſpeak) 


1 LoRSq E, pour s'amaſer, ils s'ever tuent, 

« Ces Meſſieurs les humains, ils diſent qu' ils me tuent; 
« Moi, je ne vante de rien, 

« Mais, ma fois, je m'en venge bien.“ 


«© There's ſcarce a point wherein mankind agree, 
cc So well as in their boaſt of killing me; 

& J boaſt of nothing; but, when I've a mind, 

& I think I can be even with mankind,” 
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MRS. MONTAGUE 


HAPPENING TO FALL AT sr. JAMES'S==THE NEXT DAY 


SHE RECEIVED THE FOLLOWING LINES, 


V radiant fair! ye Hebes of the day, 
Who heedleſs laugh your little hour away, 
Let caution be your guide whene'er ye ſport 
Within the ſplendid precincts of the court: 
Th' event of yeſterday for prudence calls 
Tis dangerous treading where Minerva falls. 


CHLOE: A CHARACTER. 


BY MR, POPE, 


"LET Chloe ſure was form'd without a ſpot—” 
"Tis true but ſomething in her was forgot: 
« With ev'ry pleaſing, ev'ry prudent part, 
« Say what can Chloe want ?*”*—She wants a Heart. 
She ſpeaks, behaves, and acts juſt as ſhe ought, 
But never, never reach'd one gen'rous thought, 

_ Virtue ſhe finds too painful an endeavour, 
Content to dwell in decencies for ever. 
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So very reaſonable, ſo unmov'd, 

As never yet to love, or to be lov'd. 

She, while her lover pants upon her breaſt, 
Can mark the figures on an Indian cheſt ; 
And when ſhe ſees her friend in deep deſpair, 
Obſerves, how much a chintz exceeds mohair. 
Forbid it heav'n, a favour, or a debt, 

She e'er could cancel—but ſhe may forget. 
Safe is your ſecret ſtill in Chloe's ear; 

But none of Chloe's ſhall you ever hear. 

Of all her dears ſhe never ſlander'd one, 

But cares not if a thouſand are undone. - 
Would Chloe know if you're alive or dead, 
She bids her footman put it in her head. 
Chloe 1s prudent — would you too be wiſe ?— 
Then never break your heart when Chloe dies. 


ON DEAN SWIFT, 


ATHENS, call'd Sophocles, her Bee, to how, 
His ſtrains did with a honey'd ſweetneſs flow. 
Name Swift the Bee, and let the title tell 

His ſtrains in honey, as in ſtings, excel. 
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EPIGRAM. 


WIILE Corydon, with awkward grace, 
And downcaft modeſty of face, 
Accoſt the pert Lycoris ; 
She, who before was never coy, 
With pride inſults the baſhful boy, 
Nor heeds his love-ſick ſtories. 


In vain his friends oppoſe his flame, 
And tell him his indignant dame 
Is but a very woman ; 
He ſwears ſhe is a goddeſs bright; 
And ſhe to fit her lover right, 
Imagines he is 20 man. 


THE LOOKING GLASS, 


BY MRS. DIXON, 


EVADNE, once a flaming toaſt, 
Perceiv'd her pow'r decay; 
Never conſider'd, time rides poſt, 
Nor will be brib'd to ſtay, 
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Poor Jenny oft was in diſgrace, 

When things ſucceeded ill; 

No fault. there could be in her face, 
Twas Jenny's want of ſkill. 


«« Madam,” ſays Jenny, all in tears, 
« You can't be better dreſt ; 

« Your ladyſhip to me appears 
« A Venus, I proteſt,” 


« New place the glaſs,” Evadne cries, 
« What can the matter be ? 

« Aminta now has all thoſe eyes, 
« Which once were fixt on me,” 


The toy was mov'd from fide to ſide, 
Yet gave them no content ; 


At length to break it both agreed, 
By way of puniſhment, 


The guardian Sylph, who lay conceal'd 
Within the mirror's frame, 

Soon as their miſchief was reveal'd, 
Accoſted thus the dame: 


« Evadne, darling of my care, 

« Your anger is in vain 
The innocent refleor ſpare : 
« Of what doſt thou complain? 
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« Was not an early homage paid 
« "Thoſe charms you now deplore ? 
« Remember, thou ungrateful maid, 
« 'Thy once deſpotic pow'r, 


« No flow'rs ſo ſweet, ſo freſh, ſo gay, 
« Can ſtand the winter's blaſt ; 

« Their bloom goes off, they ſoon decay, 
&« And fade like you at laſt.“ 


Jane bring my night-dreſs, put it on, 
And ſet the glaſs aſide; 
When once a woman's beauty's gone, 
How filly is her pride. 


AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 


Tuo kill d in Greek and Latin tongue, 
Which verſe is ſhort, and which is long ; 
An Engliſh heart and head I ſend, 

Not as a ſcholar, but a friend. 

Here I could prove, by wiſe example, 

In work voluminous and ample, 

That Homer taught in heathen Greek, 
The language which he learn'd to ſpeak ; 
That old Anacreon catches ſung 


In Taus and Deltas while but young : 
E « 
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That poets all, except the Dutch, 

If critics will allow them ſuch, 
Compoſe the poems they excel in 

In uncouth rhyme and awkward ſpelling; 
For blockhead may return from ſchool 
A Latin, Greek, or Hebrew fool: 

In truth and reaſon ſtill a block, 

Tho' deeply read in hic, hæc, hoc: 
Still blund' ring in the learned road, 
Still ſtumble on his qui, quæ, quod: 
Still labour in a barren ground, 
Devoid of ſenſe, but full of ſound: 
Vet plodding on with muddled brains, 
And blindly ſearching dark remains; 
What Horace ſaid, or Virgil thought, 
How Tully ſpoke, how Cæſar fought. 
While Britain ſcorns to yield to Rome, 
Abroad in arms, in arts at home: | 
Shall falſehood honeſt truth betray, 

Or ſlaves teach freemen what to ſay ? 
Our worthies ſhine in brighter fame, 
Than Roman or a Grecian name: 
Ideal Locke inſtructs our youth 

To underſtand the naked truth; 
While Newton leads each ductile ſoul 
From orb to orb, from pole to pole; 
From ſtar to ſtar directs our way, 

As certain and as bright as they 
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With mother tongue and mother wit, 
A Prior and a Pope have writ ; 

In home-ſpun Engliſh verſe I write 
What love of country can indite; 
Devoted to our home-brew'd drink, 
I ſpeak what natives ought to think ; 
Doubly inſpir'd all health J ſend 

By country ale to country friend, 


ON THE 


DEATH OF THE LORD CHANCELLOR. 
1754. 


LET others raiſe the monumental ſtone, 

And have falſe panegyrics *grav'd thereon ; 

Their blood, their virtues, and their fame to tell, 
How lov'd they liv'd, and how lamented fell; 
To ſhine with future honor not their own, 

When living hated, and when dead unknown : 
You, Talbot, want no marble to record 

How juſt thy thought, how ſacred was thy word; 
How firm thy honor, and how great thy mind, 
The love, the pride, the glory of mankind, 
Beyond deſcription, and above all art, 

Thy virtues are engrav'd on ev'ry heart: 

Great Britain's grief, while Britain is, ſhall be 
An everlaſting monument to thee, 
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THE STORY-TELLER. 


OLD Chronicle, whene'er his club he meets, 
Himſelf in his own elbow chair he ſeats; 
Here his own wax, and own tobacco lie, : 
And there his pipe, his aid tv memory : oy 
Soon as the merry tale flows circling round, 
He with important voice and look profound, 
The hiſt ry of the former age relates, 
The facts, the perſons, and the time he ſtates; 
Leſt the minuteſt thing ſhould be O erpaſt, 
Punctual he tells the whole from firſt to laſt; 
Nor does he mention ought but what is true, 
What he himſelf from his own knowledge knew 2 
: « Theſe things, he cries, “ I perfectly retain, 
jl « The ſelf-ſame words—and fo ſaid ſhe—and then 
& He made reply -— and ſo ſaid I again” 
At laſt he drops, kind ſlumbers cloſe his eyes, 
" And in a ſnore th' imperfect ſtory dies,— 
j Again he wakes—and now retells all o'er 
| In the ſame words, ſame order as before : 
il 3 Men, things, and circumſtance deſcribing clear, 
Who, what, whom, by what means, why, how, when, 
where — oh 
O trifling prater! who, to others? coſt, 
Thy wond'rous ſtrength of memory will boaſt : 
How much more pleaſing would your chat be thought, 


If, ſtead of all things, you'd remember nought, 
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ORDERS 
or 


HIS EXCELLENCY R. NASH, ESQ. 


GOVERNOR GENERAL OF THE DIVERSIONS AT BATH, 


* 


SOME come here for pl-aſure, and others for health, 
Some come here to ſquander, and ſome to get wealth; 
To theſe all our ſubjects here merrily meeting, 

We Governor Naſh now ſend out our greeting. 
Whereas it to us has been fully made known, 

Some queer folks preſume to have wills of their own, 
And think when they come to ſuch places as theſe, 
They 've unlimited licence to do as they pleaſe 
Whence frequent diſturbances daily ariſe ; 

To prevent ſuch abuſes whate'er in us lies, 

We publiſh theſe orders, conſider d at leiſure, 

And expect due obſervance, for /uch is our pleaſure, 
When you firſt come to Bath, in whatever condition, 
Whether ſick, or in health, you muſt have a phyſician ; 
As each will accept moſt inordinate fees, | 
You're at your own liberty, chuſe whom you pleaſe, 
The doctor will find there is abſolute need, 

That friend Jerry Pierce ſhould be ſent for to bleed ; 
Next ſome drops, or ſome pills, prepar'd with due care, 


To prevent all infection from water or air, 
Then drink at the pump, or e'en bathe without fear, 
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When you firſt ſally out, there are different calls 

At Hayes's, or Lovelace's, money for balls: 

As nothing in this world is done without bribe, 
Leake, Sinnot, or Morgan expect you'll ſubſcribe: 
When all this is over, then live at your eaſe, 
Intrigue, drink, and fornicate, juſt as you pleaſe : - 


When caſh is exhauſted, march off without trouble, 
Secure, who comes next will be juſt the ſame bubble. 


WII. 


To fetter wit's a vain intent, 
It gets more fame by puniſhment, 


{ 


LOVE. 


Love's no irregular deſire, 
No ſudden ftart of raging pain, 
Which in a moment grows a fire, 
And in a moment cools again, 
Not found in the ſad ſonnetteer, 
Who ſings of darts, deſpair, and chains, 
And by whoſe diſmal verſe, *tis clear 
He wants not heart ſo much as brains, 


— 
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Nor does it centre in the beau, 
Who ſighs by rule, in order dies, 
Whoſe all conſiſts in outward ſhow, 
Who want of wit by dreſs ſupplies, 


No! love is ſomething ſo divine, 
Deſcription would but make it leſs ; 
*'Tis what I feel, but can't define; 
*Tis what I know, but can't expreſs. 


TO 
MR. GARRICK 
ON HIS 
LETHE, 


TRE poet's ſable ſtream, no more 
Is fiction, as in times of yore; 

A real eaſe for human woes, 

O Garrick, in thy Lethe flows : 

The humour of thy comic ſcene, 
Diſperſes care, and chaſes ſpleen ; 
Confirms the gay, relieves th' oppreſt, 
And raiſes joy in ev'ry breaſt. 
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VERSES 


WRITTEN ON OBSERVING SOME WORKMEN EMPLOYED 
IN PREPARING FIREWORKS TO CELEBRATE 
A LATE PEACE, ON SUNDAY, 


Dies ſolis, non ſabbati. 


—_——— 


F REED from Bellona's toils and dire diſtreſs, 

Her bliſs increaſing, tho' her merit leſs, 

Ungrateful Britain, ſcarce the tempeſt o'er, — 
But af the hand that ſtills it, thinks no more. 

From her once fav'rite iſle Religion's fled, 

Chriſtians again in heathen footſteps tread : 

Behold, like Perſia's ſons, they now aſpire, 

Mocking the God of heav'n, to ſerve the God of fire. 


ON 
A GENTLEMAN OF ALL SOULS COLLEGE, GATED, 


WHO VACATED HIS FELLOWSHIP BY MARRIAGE, 


PREVAILING nature his weak mind controuls, 
Who, for one fingle body, quits All Souls, 
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VERSES 


WRITTEN AT THE DESIRE OF MR, THOMSON, ON 
| THE DEATH OF HIS MONKEY, 


BY DR. KENRICK, 


n 


WIArr, tho' no . bal dead Mackey's name, 
N Nor gilded characters his worth proclaim ; | 
J His virtues ſtill (if virtues monkeys have) 
May long ſurvive, nor find with him a grave; 
His maſter his juſt monuments we ſee, 
| For Mackey lives, O Thomſon ! lives in thee, 


FROM VIRGIL, 


I T rains all night, the ſhows return at day; 
Jove and great Cæſar bear alternate ſway, 
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Nr 


ADDRESS 


TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON, ON CROWNING HIS 
BUST WITH A WREATH OF BAYS. 


BY MR. ROBERT BURNS, 8 


Wun k virgin Spring, by Eden's flood, 
Unfolds her tender mantle green; 

Or pranks the ſod in frolic mood, 
Or tunes Eolian ſtrains between; 


While Summer, with a matron grace, 
Retreats to Dryburgh's cooling ſhade, 

Yet oft delighted itops to trace 

The progreſs of the ſpiky blade; 


While Autumn, benefactor kind, 
By Tweed erects her aged head, 
And ſees, with ſelf-approving mind, 
Each creature on her bounty fed; 


While maniac Winter rages o'er 
The hills whence claſſic Yarrow flows, 
Rouſing the turbid torrent's roar, 


Or ſweeping wild a waſte of ſnows 
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So long, ſweet poet of the year, 
Shall bloom that wreath thou well haſt won, 
While Scotia, with exulting tear, 


Proclaims that Thomſon was her ſon, 
| | 


EPIG NM 


ON VOLTAIRE'S RECEPTION INTO THE ACADEMYs 


FROM THE FRENCH OF M. FAvIER. 


OrpREss'p beneath a cumb'rous weight 
Of verſe and proſe, pack'd up with care, 
To where Parnaſſus' ſenate ſat, 
With tott'ring pace came old Voltaire. 


His “ Princeſs of Navarre” they view'd, 
In ſpite of ſcorn, with pitying eyes ; 

His « Gothic Temple,” wild and rude, 
Which he, with Rameau, taught to riſe, 


His “ Paſt'ral,” too, prodigious piece! 
Where matchleſs zeal and dullneſs join; 
To bid at once contention ceaſe, 
And warring wits to laugh combine, 


60 - POETICAL FARRAGO, 


— — 


— 


Phoebus, convinc'd by proofs ſo plain, 
That the craz'd dotard's wits were fled, 
Cry'd ; © In the Louvre I ordain 

« This invalid be cloath'd and fed.“ 


CC —— — — — —— — — 


EPIGRAM. 


IN ſtormy night poor Gallus tunes his ſtrings, 
And at Amira's lonely window fings ; ” 
Shudd'ring and wet, he tells his am'rous tale, 
And hopes, by ſerenading, to prevail : | 

The thund'ring God repays his love with ire, 
And clatters hail- ſtones on his ſounding lyre ; 
Go, lover, boaſt thy muſic's magic pow'r, | 
Thou mov'ſt the fores, and Orpheus did no more. 


———ñññññ— 
— — 


TRANSLATION 
OF THE 


EPIGRAM OF SANNAZARIUS ON VENICE, 


IN Adriatic waves when Neptune ſaw 

Fair Venice ftand, and to the ſea give law; 

« Boaſt thy Tarpeian tow'rs, thy martial reign, 

« O Joye,” he ſaid ; “ thy Tiber to the Maine 

« Prefer; each city view, and own the odds ; 

« That ſeems the work of men, and this of Gods.“ 
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TRANSLATION 
| | OP 
A FRENCH EPITAPH ON M. D'ABLANCOURT. 


HERE lies 4'Ablancourt, that illuſtrious ſage, 
Whoſe genius, like a torch, illum'd his age ; 
Buy him in French attire each claflic ſhone, 
He made all Athens, and all Rome our own. 
"11s hard to ſay, when his great ſpirit fled, 
Who loſt the moſt—the /iving, or the dead. 


EPIGRAM. 


To Helen, Homer's Iliad owes its fame, 
Penelope, th' Odyſley boaſts thy name; 
Both ſhall for ever live in verſe divine, 
Her's for compliance, for reſiſtance thine, 


* 
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| LINES. 
ENGRAVEN ON THE PONT DE NOTRE DAMPTy 


AT PARIS, 


From the Latin, 5 


As to h- imperial town he gently glides, 

Th' ambitious Seine retards his ſwelling tides ; 
Charm'd with the place, he weaves his wat'ry way, 
Meand'ring round in many a ſweet delay; 

When filling each canal, he's now more proud 

Io rife a fountain than to roll a flood, 


ON THE KING OF PRUSSIA. 
I746. 


KING, hero, philoſopher, author, muſician, 
Free-maſon, economiſt, bard, politician ; 

If a chriſtian, how happy would Europe have been; 
And, alas! if a nan, how tranſported his queen? 
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VERSES 


LEFT ON MADAME DE POMPADOUR's TOILET) 
WHEN SHE WAS DRAWING. 


BY VOLTAIRE, 


From the French. 


'Trar pencil, happy to be thine, 
Should thy own features, Pompa, trace; 

Thy hand, tho” bleſs'd with {kill divine, 
Could ne'er produce ſo fair a face. 


—————— 


ON 
THE DEATH 
OF THE 


FARL OF KILDARE. 


W Ho 41d Kildare? who dard Kildare to kills 


(Death anſwers) 


« I kill'd Kildare, and dare kill whom I will!“ 


WP CONDO 
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EPIGRAM 


ON THE SUBSCRIPTION RAISED AGAINST 


THE REBELLION, 


War v many ſubſcrib'd for King George muſt be 
plain, 

Twas religion to ſhield, and their rights to maintain. 

Some did not ſubſcribe, and the cauſe to declare, 


They before for King James ſubſcrib'd what * 


could ſpare. 
Some ſubſcrib'd for them both, and for both wa 
good reaſon ; 
For as this made them traitors, that cover'd their 
treaſon. 


A BON MOT OF PHILIP COMINES, 
SECRETARY TO LEWIS XII. 


IN filling a blank deputation of yore, 

The king, much oppos'd, could endure it no more ; 
So from council withdrew, but was follow'd by Phil : 
« What name for this blank ſuits your majeſty's will?“ 
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« Le Diable *,“ he anſwer'd, « Pray, what is his 
ſtyle ? - 

« Mon couſin bien aime + ?” The king, with a ſmile, 

Said, “ Do as you will—to the jeſt I ſubmit ; 

« Let who will be the governor, thou art the cot.“ 


TO M. CRUSAZ 


EXAMINING THE ESSAY ON MAN, 
TRANSLATED BY A LADY, 


Popnx falls; inſult not Cruſaz o'er thy foes ; 
Bolts by a Cyclops forg'd a Pallas throws. 


FROM THE FRENCH OF VOLTAIRE, 
UNDER VAN HAREN'S PICTURE, 


SENATES admire Demoſthenes in thee ; 
The Nine, reviv'd, their fav'rite Pindar ſee; 
Thy ſteps majeſtic Liberty precedes, 

In thee Tyrteus warms to noble deeds; 

With all the chief's and all the poet's fire, 
You graſp the trumpet, and forego the lyre. 


* The Devil. 
4 Our truſty and well-beloved couſin, 


F 
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Born to be free the hero's thoughts are thine ; 

To love, but not to copy thee, is mine; 

The ſage's muſings, and inglorious reſt, 

For mortals born to ſervitude are beſt : 

Our native ſpots our turn of mind beſtows, 

Thus Rome all ſlaves, all free-men London ſhows ; 
To know no maſter is the Dutchmar's boaſt ; 

Jo ſerve his own becomes a Frenchman moſt, 


— ————— 
INSCRIPTION 
UNDER A PORTRAIT OF MARSHAL SAXE, ' 


* 


IN Fabius, Rome, a warrior ſtateſman found, 
Carthage, in Hannibal, a chief renown'd: 
France, in her Saxe, beholds with proud delight, 
The Roman head and Punic arm unite. 


TRANSLATION 
OF AN EPIGRAM IN THE ANTHOLOGIA, 


A FOOL bit by fleas ſtraight extinguiſh'd the light, 
Saying : © If you can't ſee me, I'm ſure you can't 
bite,” 
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ON HER GIVING THE AUTHOR A GOLD AND SILK NETs 
WORK PURSE OF HER OWN WEAVING, | 


BY DRe JOHNSON, 


Tho- gold and ſilk their charms unite 
To make the curious web delight, 

In vain the vary'd work would ſhine, 

If wrought by any hand but thine ; 

Thy hand that knows the ſubtler art 

To weave thoſe nets that catch the heart; 
Spread for their prey, the roving coin 
Thy nets may ſnare, but not confine ; 
Nor can I hope thy filken chain 

The glitt'ring vagrants ſhall reſtrain, 
Why, Silvia, was it, then, decreed, 

The heart, once caught, ſhould ne'er be freed ? 


r 


—— 


STELLA IN MOURNING. 


BY THE SAME. 


WIN lately Stella's form diſplay'd 

The beauties of the gay brocade, 

The nymphs, who found their pow'r decline, 
Proclaim'd her not ſo fair as fine, | 
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« Fate! ſnatch away the bright diſguiſe, 
ce And let the goddeſs truſt her eyes.“ 


Thus blindly pray'd the fretful fair, 
And fate malicious heard the pray'r : 


But brighten'd by the ſable dreſs, 


As virtue riſes in diſtreſs, 
Since Stella {till extends her reign, 
Ah! how ſhall envy ſoothe her pain ? 

Th' adoring youth and envying fair, 
Henceforth ſhall form one common pray'r, 
And Love and Hate alike implore 


The ſkies, that Stella mourn no more. 


TO LYCE, AN ELDERLY LADY. 


BY THE SAME. 


VE nymphs whom ſtarry rays inveſt, 
By flatt'ring poets giv'n ; 

Who ſhine, by laviſh lovers dreſt, 
In all the pomp of heav'n ; 


Engroſs not all the beams on high, 
Which yield a lover's lays; 

But as your ſiſter of the ſky, 
Let Lyce ſhare the praiſe. 
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Her filver locks diſplay the moon, 
Her brows a cloudy ſhow ; 

Strip'd rainbows round her eyes are ſeen, 
And ſhow'rs from either flows 


Her teeth the night with darkneſs dyes, 
She's ſtarr'd with pimples o'er ; 

Her tongue like nimb'e lightning flies, 
And can with thunder roar. 


But ſome Zelinda, while I ſing, 
Denies my Lyce ſhines, 

And all the pens of Cupid's wing 
Attack my gentle lines, 


Yet, ſpite of fair Zelinda's eye, 
And all her bards expreſs, 
My Lyce makes as good a ſky, 

And I but flatter leſs. 


EPIGRAM. 


W HEN Charles, at once a monarch and a ww, 
Some {ſmooth ſoft flatt'ry read, by Waller writ ; 
Waller, who erſt to ſing was not aſham'd, 

T hat heav'n in ſtorms great Cromwell's ſoul had claim d, 


— 


70 POETICAL FAR RAO. 

vu ⅜„MU⅜u. ——...ñ —;—— —— 
Turn'd to the bard ; and with a ſmile, faid he, 

« Your ſtrains for Voll excel your ftrains for ne.“ 
'The wit, his cheeks with conſcious bluſhes red, 

Thus to the king return'd, and bow'd his head: 

« We bards, ſo heav'n and all the Nine decreed, 

« In fiction better than in truth ſucceed, 
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A BLACKAMOOR MAID 
ro : 
A FAIR BOY. 


FROM A Ms. COPY OF POEMS BY DR. H. KING, EISHOP 
OF CHICHESTER, WHO DIED IN 1669. 


STAY, lovely boy! why fly'{ thou me, 
Who languiſh in theſe flames for thee ? 
I'm black, 'tis true—why, ſo is night, 
Yet love does in its ſhades delight! 
One moment cloſe thy ſparkling eye, 
The world ſhall ſeem as black as I; 
Or look—and ſee how black a ſhade 
Is by thy own white body made ! 
That follows thee where'er you go, 
(Ah! who allow'd would not do ſo!) 
O let me then that ſhadow be, 
No maid ſhall then be bleſt like me ! 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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THE 
BOY'S ANSWER. 


FROM THE SAMI. 


BLACK maid, complain not that I fly, 
When fate demands antipathy ! 
How monſtrous would that union prove, 
Where night and day ſhould mingled move! 
And the conjunction of our lips, 
Not kiſſes make, but an eclipſe ! 
In which the black ſhading the white, 
Portends more terror than delight ! 
Yet if my ſhadow thou wilt be, 
Enjoy my ſhadow's property ; 

Which, tho' attendant on my eye, 
Yet haſtes away as I come nigh; 
Elſe ſtay *till death has ftruck me blind, 
And then at will thou may'ſt be kind. 


THE 


GENERAL LOVER. 


LR my fair one only be 
Female ſex, and ſhe's for me: 
J can love her, fair or brown, 
Of the country, or the town: 
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J can love her, rich or poor; 
Or her wealth, or face adore: 
Be ſhe dull, or be ſhe gay, 
Haunting church, or haunting play, 
| I her piety admire, | 
Or her briſk coquetting fire: 
J an equal flame can find 
Bi For the coy, or coming kind : 
| | If kind, *twould ungen'rous be 
| Not to love her that loves me. 
If coy, twould injuſtice prove, 
So much virtue not to love. 
Be ſhe fickle, ſo am I; 
Each will have their liberty : 
Should ſhe be a conſtant dame, 
It will ſhew how true her flame, 
Be ſhe tall; I like her mein, 
Stalking nobly like a queen : 
If a little tiny thing, 
Like fairy friſking in a ring; 
Wiſdom it has been confeſt, 
Of all ills to chuſe the leaſt: 
Let the fair one only be 
Female ſex, and ſhe's for me. 
She who cannot credit give, 
Such a lover e'er can live, 
Tell it to the wond' ring fair, 
J this moment ſigh for her: 
Sigh for her - whoe' er ſhe be 
If woman — that's enough for me, 
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VERSES 


WRITTEN BY A DEAF MAN, 


Dex ax, giddy, helpleſs, left alone, 
To all my friends a burden grown, 
No more I hear my church's bell: 
Than if it ſounded for my knell: 
At thunder now no more I ſtart, 
Than at the rumbling of a cart: 
Nay, what's incredible, alack ! 

I hardly hear a woman's clack. 


EPIGRAM. 


uid faciunt leges ubi ſola unia regnat ? 
V - om 3 Arbit. 


To what ſerve laws where only money reigns; 
Or where a poor man's cauſe no right obtains ? 
Ev'n thoſe who moſt authority pretend, 

Hire out their tongues, and words for profit lend : 
What's judgment then, but public merchandiſe ? 
And the court fits but to allow the price, 
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THE 


PARSON*'S CASE, 


BY DEAN SWIFT, 


Thar you, friend Marcus, like a Stoic, 
Can wiſh to die, in ſtrain heroic, 

No real fortitude implies : 

Yet all muſt own thy wiſh 1s wiſe, 

Thy curate's place, thy fruitful wife, 
Thy buſy, drudging ſcene of life, 
Thy inſolent illit'rate vicar, 

Thy want of all- conſoling liquor, 
Thy thread-bare gown, thy caſſock rent, 
Thy credit ſunk, thy money ſpent, 
Thy week made up of faſting days, 
Thy grate unconſcious of a blaze, 
And to complete thy other curſes, 
The quarterly demands of nurſes, 
Are ills you wiſely wiſh to leave, 
And fly for refuge to the grave : 
And, O what virtue you expreſs, 
In wiſhing ſuch afflictions leſs ! 

But now ſhould fortune ſhift the ſcene, 
And make thy curateſhip a dean ; 

Or ſome rich benefice provide, 
To pamper luxury and pride; 
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With labour ſmall, and income great, 
With chariot leſs for uſe than ſtate ; 
With ſwelling ſcarf, and gloſſy gown, 
And licence to reſide in town; 
To ſhine where all the gay reſort, 
At concert, coffee-houſe, or court ; 
And weekly proſecute his Grace 
With viſits, or to beg a place; 
With underlings thy flock to teach, 
With no defire to pray or preach ; | 
With haughty ſpouſe in veſture fine, 
With plenteous meals, and gen'rous wine; 1 
Would'ſ thou not wiſh, in ſo much eaſe, 
Thy years as num'rous as thy days? 
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MR. C. H. TO DOCTOR Low 


SINCE you, dear Doctor, ſay'd my life, 
To bleſs, by turns, and plague my wite, 
In conſcience I'm oblig'd to do 
Whatever is enjoin'd by you. 

According, then, to your command, 
That I ſhould ſearch the weſtern land, 
For curious things of ev'ry kind, 
And ſend you all that I could find, 
I've ravag'd air, earth, ſeas, and caverns, 
Men, women, children, towns, and taverns ; 
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And greater rarities can ſhow, 
Than Greſham's brotherhood e'er knew; 
Which carrier Dick ſhall bring you down, 
Next time his waggon comes from town, 

Firſt, I've three drops of that ſame ſhow'r, 
Which Jove in Danae's lap did pour, 

From Carthage brought the ſword I'll ſend, 
Wherewith queen Dido made her end. 

The ſtone whereby Goliah died, 
Which cures the head-ach—well apply'd. 
A ſnake-ſkin, which you may believe 
| The devil caſt who tempted Eve. 

A fig: leaf apron ; tis the ſame 
| That Adam wore to hide his ſhame; 
| But now wants darning : —I've, beſide, 
| The blow by which poor Abel died. 

A whetſtone, worn excceding ſmall, 
Time uſed to ſharp his ſcythe withal. 

The pigeon ſtuff d, which Noah ſent, 
To tell him where the waters went. 

A ring I've got of Sampſon's hair, 
Which Delilah was wont to wear, 
St. Dunſtan's tongs, as ſtory ſhows, 
Which pinch'd the devil by the noſe. 

The ſmock which Pen ſpun, when Ulyſſes 

Was wantoning among his miſſes, 
The very ſhaft, as all may ſee, 
| Which Cupid ſhot at Antony: 
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And, what beyond the reſt I prize, 
A glance of Cleopatra's eyes, 

Some ſtrains of eloquence, that hung 
In Roman time on Tully's tongue, 
Which undiſcovered ſtill had lain, 

But Cowper found them out again. 

Then I've, moſt curious to be ſeen, 
A ſcorpion's bite - to cure the ſpleen. 

A cord, which, us'd with ſkill, will prove 
A certain remedy for love, 

A root of that ſurprizing tree, 

Which brings back loſt virginity. 

As Moore kills worms in ſtomach bred, 
I've pills for maggots in the head: 

Wich the receipt too how to make them; 
To yoz leave the time to take them, 

I've got a ray of Phœbus' ſhine, 
Found in the bottom of a mine. 

A powder rare, which, rightly ta'en, 
Will make old women young again. 

A lawyer's conſcience, large and fair, 
Fit for a judge himſelf to wear. 


I've got a noſtrum how to make 
An oath 


a- vill not take. 


In a thumb-phial, you ſhall ſee, 
Cloſe cork'd, ſome drops of honeſty : 
Which after ſearching kingdoms round, 
At laſt! were in a cottage found: 
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An antidote, if ſuch there be, ; 
Againſt the charms of flattery. 
TI ha'nt collected any care, 
Of that there's plenty ev'ry where : 
But after wond' rous labours ſpent, 
I've got one grain of rich content, 
It is my wiſh, it is my glory, 
To furniſh your nicknackatory. 
I only beg that when you ſhow 'em, 
You'll tell your friends to whom you owe 'em; 
Which may your other patients teach 
To do, as has done, Yours, 


O. H. 


IMAGINARY HAPPINESS, 


WHAT all men have, or ſeem to have in view, 
(And the ſame thing by various ways purſue), 

The path to happineſs, my friend, diſcern, 

And how to live by eaſy precepts learn : 

Let warring chiefs enjoy their trifling aim, 

Their wreaths of laurel, and their blaſts of fame; 
Let noiſy litigants infeſt the bar, 

And blunder into wealth by verbal war: 

Let the bold merchant, fir d by hope of gain, 

Defy the raging terrors of the main; 


Let dull collegians o'er their ſchoolmen pore, 

And more they're puzzling, ſtill be puzzled more: 
Let ſtateſman after fame and riches pant, 

And miſers, *mid their heaps of plenty, want : 
While theſe thus toil, wiſely do you employ 

Each hour of life, and ev'ry bliſs enjoy. 

How ſoon are charms of youth and-beauty gone ! 
Then make. the preſent happy hour your own 
What life can give of happineſs you know, 
Diſſolve in pleaſure, and in rapture flow. 

Let circling goblets, fill'd with ſparkling juice, 
Which Gallic plains, or Tuſcan hills produce, 
Swell thy rich veins, and baniſh buſy care, 

And make you eager for the panting fair, 

Now to give new delight let Syrens fing, 

Now breathe the flutes, and ſtrike the ſounding ſtring ; 
Swift, ſwift the fleeting minutes haſte away, 
Thou'lt die to-morrow, therefore live to day. 

But when thou dy'ſt, vain youth, a diff rent fate 
Will then ſucceed this trifling pomp of ſtate : 
Then thou wilt know thou ne'er ſhall ceaſe to be, 
And blame, too late, voluptuous luxury: 

Then with regret this maxim thou'lt confeſs, 
You'd been more happy, had you been ſo 4%. 


* 
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oN 
A LADY 


MARRIED TO A PERSON UNDESERVING HER. 


SHEN5TONE, 


Tas always held, and ever will, 
By ſage mankind, diſcreeter 

T *anticipate a leſſer ill, 
Than undergo a greater. 


When mortals dread diſeaſes, pains, 
And languiſhing conditions; 

Who don't the /e/er ills ſuſtain 
Of phyſic and phyſicians ? 


With num'rous ills, in ſingle life, 
'The bachelor's attended ; 

Which to avoid, he takes a wife — 
And much the caſe is mended, 


Thus Chloe, in her fortieth year, 
Fore- ſeeing future woe, 

Choſe to attend a monkey here, 
Before an ape below, 


Sor 


POETICAL FARRAGOs 81 


* 
EPIGRAMS By M. BROWN E. 


8 


— 


IMPROMPTU 


ON SEEING A PICTURE OF MI1SS ROBINSON 
BY MR, HIGHMORE, 


I WHOM no living beauty yet could warm, 
Am now enamour'd of an empty form, 


ON 
DR. YOUNG'S NIGHT THOUGHTS, 


ON LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY. 


Hrs // is lifeleſs, and his death ſhall die, 
And mortal is his immortality. 


ON 
A POEM CALLED „SILENCE.“ 


ON filence this !—what next you write, 
Be chaos ! — Ralph has handled night“. 


* Night, a poem, by James Ralph, one of the heroes of the Dunciad. 


G 
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VERSES, 


WRITTEN ON A CARD, INCLOSED IN A WORKED LETTER. 
CASE, EMBROIDERED BY MRS. HAYLEY, AND SENT 
As A PRESENT TO MISS SEWARD, 


BY MR. HAYLEY, 


Go, graceful ſymbols of poetic fire, 

That friendſhip's needle has with pleaſure trac'd ; 

Go, thou embroider'd wreath, and muſe's lyre, 

A gift to genius, from the hand of taſte, 

Thou filken volume, by Eliza wrought, 

When Seward's verſe 1s treaſur'd in thy folds, | 

Shield that bright charge ;—and may thy form be thought 
A caſket worthy of the gem it holds! | 


EPIGRAM 


- ON MISS VASSAL, 


IMPERIAL nymph ! ill-ſuited is thy name 
To ſpeak the wonders of that radiant frame; 
Where'er thy ſov'reign form on earth is ſeen, 
All eyes are vaſ/a/s—thou alone a queer. 


Se 
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FROM 
THE LATIN OF DR. JOHNSON. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


W HEN fair Maria's ſoft perſuaſive ſtrain, 
Bids univerſal liberty to reign ; 

Oh ! how at variance are her lips and eyes! 
For, while the charmer talks, the gazer dies, 


TRANSLATIONS FROM JULIAN. 


BY J. DUNCOMBE, M. As 


THE EMPEROR JULIAN ON AN ORGAN, 


REEDS ſtrike my wond'ring eyes, unknown before, 
Sprung from ſome brazen ſoil, ſome foreign ſhore ; 
Fraitleſs our efforts, for in vain we blow, 

Till, from a cave of leather, winds below 

To hollow pipes harmonious powers impart ; 

Then, if ſome maſter, in the Orphean art 
Experienc'd, touch the well-according keys, 

Inſtant they warble, and reſponſive pleaſe, 
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ON BARLEY-WINE, 


Who, who art thou ? thy name, thy birth declare; 
Thou art no Bacchus, I by Bacchus ſwear : 

Jove's ſon alone I know ; I know not thee ; | 

Thou ſmell'i like goats; but ſweet as nectar he. 

In Gallia, thirſty Gallia, thou wert born, 

Scanty of grapes, but prodigal of corn. 

Bromus, not Bromius, ſtyl d, thy brows with corn, 
As ſprung from Ceres, not from Jove, adorn. 


— 


ON 


A FAT GENTLEMAN OF OXFORD. 


W HEN T— walks the ſtreets, the paviours cry 
« God bleſs you, Sir!“ and lay their rammers by, 


uy io 2 cow 


POETICAL FARRAGO, 85 
 ___ZM_—_DLL__T_-———D —_O_AC_—c—cCcCTrTRR_ Ts 


ON 
A CANTAB, 


REMARKABLE FOR HIS CORPULENCE, AND CONSTANT 
ATTENDANCE AT CHAPEL, 


THAT the ſtones of our chapel are all black and white, 
Is a fact moſt undoubtedly true; 

But fince ] walks over them morning and night, 
*Tis a wonder they're not black and blue. 


EPIGRA M 
OCCASIONED BY THE DEATH OP 
MR. FOOTE. 


SATIRE and Irony, no more, 
Shall forth their arrows ſhoot— 

Ev'n Wit muſt fa//—the reaſon's plain— 
Becauſe ſhe has no—Foote, 


GO US Wo 
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SANG FROID, 


MyRTLE unheath'd his ſhining blade ; 
And fix'd its point againſt his breaſt : 

Then gaz'd upon the wond'ring maid, 
And thus his dire reſolve expreſs'd. 


« Since, cruel fair, with cold diſdain, 
« You ſtill return my raging love, 

« Thought is but madneſs, life but pain: 
And thus—at once—I both remove.“ 


« O ftay one moment!“ - Chloe ſaid, 
And trembling haſted to the door: 
« Here, Betty quick :—a pail, dear maid !— 
« This madman elſe will ſtain the floor.“ 


ON 


AN ENVIOUS CRITIC. 


BRITAIN reads, loves, and praiſes what I write ; 
My works are ſold, and, I have heard, delight : 


Lo! Macilente grows pale when they are read, 


Then reddens, ſtares, yawns, frowns, and ſhakes his head: 
This I would have; this ſets my heart at eaſe ; 
For all he envies, I am certain pleaſe, 
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FROM MARTIAL. 


WE know not why you thus indite, 


And to ſo many nymphs will write : 
This we all know is very true, 


No nymph will write a line to you. 


10 
CHLOE'S LOOKING- GLASS, 


Dxrar mirror, tell me by what art 
You bear her image, yet are whole; 

When the ſame image breaks my heart, 
And ſubtly pierces to my /oul. 


ON 
CHLOE'S PICTURE. 


H ER face, her mien, are drawn exactly forth; 
What lines or colours can expreſs her worth? 
So from the roſe's ſhade we view a roſe, 


But all the fragrant dewy odour loſe, 
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10 
A LADY 


WHO AFFECTED CRUELTY, AND THE LOVE OF A 


| 
| 
| 


LONG COURTSHIP, 


Dea Chloe, with your ſcornful eyes, 
You will not even conquer fools ; 

For now all men are grown too wiſe, 
To follow dull romantic rules. 


When firſt the blooming charms unfold, 
*Tis then the proper time for courting ; 

Who'd take a fond coquette, when old, 
When girls are now ſo fond at fourteen ? 


VERSES 


BY DR. WALCOT, 


» 
—— ³—EAUmi r 


AH! tell me no more, my dear girl, with a ſigh, 
That a coldneſs will creep o'er my heart; 

/ That a ſullen indiff rence will dwell on my eye, 
| When thy beauty begins to depart, | 


oe cen 
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Shall thy graces, O Cynthia, that gladden my day, 
And brighten the gloom of the night, 

Till life be extinguiſh'd, from memory ſtray, 
Which it ought to review with delight? 


Upbraiding, ſhall Gratitude ſay, with a tear, 
« That no longer I think of theſe charms, 

« Which gave to my boſom ſuch raptute ſincere, 
« And faded, at length, in my arms?“ 


Why yes ; it may happen, thou damſel divine; 
To be honeſt, I freely declare, 

That e'en now to thy conwer/e ſo much I incline, 
I've already forgot thou art fair, 


VERSES, 


BY MRS. PIOZZI, 


WurEN lurking love in anguiſh lies 
Under friendſhip's fair diſguiſe, 
When he wears an angry mien, 
Imitating ſpite or ſpleen ; 

When, like ſorrow, he ſeduces, 
When, like pleaſure, he amuſes; 

Still howe'er the parts are caſt, 

"Tis but /urking love at laſt, 
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STANZAS, 
BY R. B. SHERIDAN, ESQ, 


ASK'ST thou, © how long my love ſhall ſtay, - 
« When all that's new is paſt ?” 

How long ?—ah ! Delia, can I ſay 
How long my life will laſt ? 

Dry be that tear be huſh'd that ſigh ; 

At leaft, I'll love thee *till I die, 


And does that thought affect thee too; 
The thought of Damon's death; 
That he who only lives for you, 
Muſt yield his faithful breath? | 
Huſh'd be that figh—be dry that tear, 
Nor let us loſe our heaven here! 


5 
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TEE 
FOLLOWING IMPROMPTU, 
© BY THE HON, THOMAS ERSKINE, 


WAS OCCASIONED BY HIS BEING MUCH INDISPOSED ONE 
"EVENING AT LADY PAYNE'S, WHO VERY KINDLY MADE 
HIM RETIRE, AND LIE DOWN; HE SOON RETURNED 
WITH THE FOLLOWING LINES IN HIS HAND, WHICH 
HE PRESENTED TO HER LADYSHIP, 


: | 
"Is true, I am ill, but I need not complain; 
He never knew pleaſure, who never knew Payne / 
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Joannes jacet his Mirandula---cztera norunt 
Et Tagus et Ganges forſan et Antipodes. 


APPLY'D TO F. C. 


BY DEAN SWIFT. 


HERE Francis Ch—s lies—Be civil! 
The reſt God knows—perhaps the Devil. 


EPIGRAM. 


BY THE SAME, 


PETER complains that God has giv'n 


To his poor babe a life too ſhort :; 
Conſider, Peter, he's in heaven 


Tis good to have a friend at court. 


EPIGRAM. 


BY THE SAME. 


Wy EN other ladies to the groves go down, 
Corinna till, and Fulvia, ſtay in town; 
Thoſe ghoſts of beauty ling ring here reſide, 
And haunt the places where their honvur dy'd. 
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EPITAPH. 


BY THE SAME, 


WELL then, poor & — lies under ground! 
So there's an end of honeſt Jack ; 

So little juſtice here he found, 
"Tis ten to one he'll ne'er come back. 


ON THE : 


TOASTS OF THE KIT-CAT CLUB, 


BY THE SAME, 


W HENCE deathleſs Kit-Cat took its name, 
Few critics can unriddle ; | 

Some ſay from paſtry-cook it came, 
And ſome from cat and fiddle, 


From no trim beau's its name it boaſts, 
Grey ſtateſmen, or green wits ; 


But from this pell-mell pack of toaſts, 
Of old cats and young kits, 


WARY 
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10 
A LADY 


WITH THE TEMPLE OF FAME, 


BY THE SAME, 


Wuar's fame with men, by cuſtom of the nation, 
Is call'd in women only reputation; : 

About them both why make we ſuch a pother ? 

Part you with one, and I'll renounce the other. 


ON 
THE LATE AMERICAN WAR. 


Ur a treſſe, pig was laid, 
And a ſad ſquealing ſure it made. 
Kill-pig ſtood by with knife and ſteel : | 
« Lie quiet, can't you ? why d'ye ſqueal ? 
C Have not I fed you with my peaſe ? 
„ And now for trifles ſuch as theſe 
Will you rebel ?—Brimful of victual, 
« Won't you be kill'd and cur'd a little?“ 
To whom thus piggy in reply : 
« Think'ſt thou that J ſhall quiet lie? 
« And that for peaſe my life I'll barter ?—" 
“ Then, piggy, you muſt ſhew your charter; 
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© Shew you're exempted more than others, 

« Elſe go to pot, like all your brothers, — 

« Help, neighbours, help! this pig's too ſtrong ; 
« I fear I cannot hold him long. 

« Help, neighbours! I can't keep him under : 
« Where are you all ! ſee by your blunder, 

« He's burſt his cords ! a brute uncivil, 

« He's gone !—T'll after—to the devil!“ 


Dr —— ä —— —. — — 


VERSES 


ON MISS FARREN'S ACTING IN DUBLIN FOR. THE BENEFIT 
OF PERSONS CONFINED FOR SMALL DEBTS. 


BY SIR HERCULES LANGRISHE, BART, 


TRE lovely Farren's tender breaſt, 

_ Glowing with generous ſympathy, 

Aſpires to comfort the oppreſt, 
And bid captivity be free. 


Vet ſtill her kind exertions fail; 
Her charms retract the boon ſhe gave; 
And whilſt her magic breaks the jail, 
Her eyes make every man a [lave, 


WP ng 


POETICAL FARRAGO, - 


» — 


— rr St a — er an 


BY DR. GLYNN, M. D. 


FELLOW OF KING'S COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE, 


TRAZE me no more, nor think I care, 
Tho' monarchs bow at Kitty's ſhrine, 

Or powder'd coxcombs woo the fair, 
Since Kitty 1s no longer mine, 


Indiff rent *tis alike to me, 
If my favourite dove be ſtole, 
Whether its dainty feathers be 
Pluck'd by the eagle or the owl. 


If not for me its bluſhing lips 
The roſe bud opens, what care I 
Who the od'rous liquid ſips, 
The king of bees or butterfly ? 


Like me, the Indians of Peru, 
Rich in mines of golden ore; 

Dejected ſee the merchant's crew 
Tranſport it to a foreign ſhore, 


Seeks the ſlave deſpoil'd to know, 
Whether his gold, in ſhape of lace, 

Shine on the coat of birth-day beau, 
Ot wear the ſtamp of George's face ? 
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MARTIAL, 


BOOK VI. EPIGRAM TIS. 


A DROP of amber, from a poplar plant, 
Fell, unexpected, and embalm'd an ant: 
The little inſect we ſo much contemn, 

Is from a worthleſs ant become a gems 


——— 


UPON 
A LADY, 


WHO SAID, © SHE LOV'D TO suxfRIZ Ek.“ 


With cloudy majeſty, Alecto cries, 
Oh! what a pleaſure tis to give ſurprize ! 
Since you, Alecto, to ſurprize delight, ? 


Wrrn meagre face, and black forbidding eyes, ? 


Shew in the world the moſt ſurprizing ſight, 
Yourſelf good-humor'd, morning, noon, and night, 


— 
— 
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BUT one bright eye young Acon's face adorns, 
For one bright eye fair Leonilla mourns, 

| To her, kind youth, thy fingle orb reſign, 

To make her perfect, and thyſelf divine: 

Then would kind heav'n the happy change allow, 

She would fair Venus be, blind Cupid thou, 
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ADVICE TO A LITTLE GIRL, 
THE AUTHOR'S DAUGHTER, 


ON HER BEING HONOURED WITH INSTRUCTIONS IN 
CUTTING OUT PAPER BY MRS, DELANY, 


Wr H that benevolence which condeſcends 
T'impart its knowledge to the human heart, 

O'er thee, my child, the good Delany bends, 
Directs thy ſciſſars, and reveals her art. 


Ah ! ſeize the happy moment !—ſhe can ſhow 
The mazy path myſterious Nature treads, 
Can ſteal her varied grace, her varied glow, 
And all the changeful beauties that ſhe ſpreads. 


Then, mark thy kind inſtructreſs, watch her hand, 
Her judgment, her inſpiring touch attain ; 
Thy ſciſſars make, like hers, a magic wand! 
Loo much ] fear thy efforts will be vain, 


Failing in this, my child, forbear the ftrife; 
Another path to fame by her is ſhewn ; 

Try, by the pattern of her honour'd life, 

With equal virtue to cut out thine own, 


H 
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oN 
A YOUNG LADY, 


WHO ADMIRABLY SUPPORTED THE CHARACTER OF A 


JUDGE AT A MASQUERADE, 


"THAT law's a dull laborious thing, 
All people readily allow ; 

To love it few their minds can bring; 
To me, it ne'er had charms *till now, 


But when the judge's look and mien 
So well the ſprightly Thais hit, 
Quite chang'd was then this ſtudy ſeen, 
For each man wiſh'd to follow it. 


Had Monteſquieu but heard this maid 
Decide ſo ſmartly every cauſe, 

He'd not have ſcrupled to have ſaid, 
« She ſpeaks the ſpirit of the laws.“ 


VENUS MISTAKEN. 


PRIOR, 


WW HEN Chloe's picture was to Venus ſhown, 
Surpriz'd, the Goddeſs took it for her own ; 

« And, what,” ſaid ſhe, “does this bold painter mean? 
« When was I bathing thus, and naked ſeen ?” 
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Pleas d Cupid heard, and check'd his mother's pride: 
« And who's blind now, Mama ?”* the urchin cry'd : 
« *Tis Chloe's eye, and cheek, and lip, and breaſt ; 
« Friend Howard's genius fancy'd all the reſt.“ 


PALLAS AND VENUS. 


BY THE SAME, 


TRE Trojan ſwain had judg'd the great diſpute, 
And beauty's pow'r obtain'd the golden fruit; 
When Venus, looſe in all her naked charms, 

Met Jove's great daughter clad in ſhining arms 
From head to foot; and tauntingly ſhe ſaid, 

« Yield, ſiſter; rival, yield; naked, you fee 

« T-yanquiſh : gueſs how potent I ſhould be, 

« If to the field I came in armour dreſt, 

« Dreadful, like thine, my ſhield, and terrible my creſt,” 
The warrior goddeſs, with diſdain, reply'd— 

« Thy folly, child, is equal to thy pride: 

« Let a brave enemy, for once, adviſe, 

« And Venus, if *tis poſſible, be wiſe, 

« Thou, to be ſtrong, muſt put off every dreſs ; 
« Thy only armour is thy nakedneſs: 

« And more than once (or thou art much bely'd) 
* By Mars himſelf that armour has been try'd,” 
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TO CHLOE WEEPING, 


BY THE SAME, 


| SEE, while you weep, fair Chloe, ſee 

The world in ſympathy with thee: 

The cheerful birds no longer ſing, 

Each droops his head, and hangs his wing; 
| 'The clouds have bent their boſom lower, 
| And ſhed their ſorrows in a ſhower ; 

The brooks beyond their limits flow, 

And louder murmurs ſpeak their woe ; 
The nymphs and ſwains adopt thy cares, 
They heave thy ſighs, and weep thy tears: 
Fantaſtic nymph ! that grief ſhould move, 
Thy heart obdurate againſt love. 

Strange tears ! whoſe power can ſoften all 
Boſoms, but that on which they fall. 


BY THE SAME, 


THE merchant, to ſecure his treaſure, 
Conveys it in a borrow'd name: 
Euphelia ſerves to grace my meaſure; 


But Chloe is my real flame. 
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By ſofteſt verſe, my darling lyre 
Upon Euphelia's toilet lay, 

When Chloe noted her deſire | 
That I ſhould ſing, that I ſhould play, 


My lyre I tune, my voice I raiſe, 

But with my numbers mix my ſighs ; 
And whilft I ſung Euphelia's praiſe, 

I fix'd my ſoul on Chloe's eyes. 


Fair Chloe bluſh'd—Euphelia frown'd— | 
I ſung, and gaz'd—IT play'd and trembled 
And Venus to the Loves around 
Remarked how ill we all diſſembled, 


THE KISS, * 


BEIINDA, ſee, from yonder flow'rs, 
The bee flies loaded to its cell; 

Can you perceive what it devours ? 
Are they impair'd in ſhow or ſmell ?. 


So, tho' I robb'd you of a kiſs, 
Sweeter than their ambroſial dew, 

Why are you angry at my bliſs ? 

Has it at all impoveriſh'd you ? 
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*Tis by this cunning I contrive, 
In ſpite of your unkind reſerve, 

To keep my famiſh'd love alive, 
Which you inhumanly would ſtarve. 


CC ————— ———— - _ ————= 


EPIGRAM. 


LAWYERS all ca/es plead ; but thrive. 
Moſt by the dative and the ablative. | 


7 


— — r — 


FROM CALLIMACH US. 


-ON BERINICE, THE WIFE OF PTOLEMY. 


Four are the Graces, with the former three, 


Another lately has obtain'd a place: 
In all things bleſt, bright Berenice, thee, 
Without whoſe charms the Graces have no grace. 


— 


P 
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MARTIAL. 


EPIGRAM xii. LIB, 8. 


YoU aſk why I refuſe to wed, 
Good friend, a very wealthy maid; 
Becauſe to my own wife, d'ye ſee, 

On no account I'd married be: 

For ſure, unleſs inferior is the fair, 
The wife and huſband never equal are. 


EPIGRAM 


ON 


PETER THE GREAT, CZAR OF MUSCOVY, 


BY WILLIAM DUNCOMBE, ESQ. 


'T *ADORN with arts a rough barbarian race, 
And poliſh them with every manly grace ; 

To chace the ſhades of 1gnorance profound, 

And ſpread the beams of knowledge all around ; 
To brighten and exalt the human ſoul, 

And ſtill conſult the welfare of the whole; 

If theſe be acts more worthy of applauſe, 
'Than, with wild havoc, in ambition's cauſe 
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To conquer kingdoms, to lay waſte and burn, 
And peaceful ſtates with reſtleſs rage o'erturn : 
The Ruſſian's czar with greater glory reign'd, 
Than was by Philip's ſon, or Cæſar gain'd, 


EQUALITY. 


Quorr Thomas to William, „ That zumſtull 
behold! 8 

« How he lolls in his chariot embelliſh'd with gold! 

« With his ſleek courtly flaves, in rich liv'ries behind; 

C Ten thouſand a year, with ſo ſenſeleſs a mind! 

« How unequal the Deity things doth diſpenſe ! 

« Such wealth to a wretch without feeling or ſenſe ! 

« Hold, Thomas,” ſaid William, « too faſt you proceed, 

cc You take but one ſide of the queſtion, indeed, 

« Suppoſe me of power to ſay to yourſelf, 

* Here, preſto, Sir Murmurer, change with that elf: 

« Give to him, what I gave you, refinement of ſoul, 

cc Senſe, feeling, diſcernment, wit, taſte, quit the whole! 

cc In an inſtant, come, take his ten thouſands—vile pence; 

c Be him—ſuch a dolt, without feeling or ſenſe,” 

« See, you heſitate, Tom, —“ Faith, Will, he reply'd, 

« I feel I am wrong—you have truth on your fide ; 

6 The Deity henceforth I'Il thank and revere, 

« A mind is a balance for thouſands a year,” 
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VERSES, 


WRITTEN AT MR, POPE'S HOUSE AT TWICKENHAM, 
WHICH HE HAD LENT TO MRS, G 


LLE, 


LORD LYTTELTON., 


Go, Thames, and tell the buſy town, 
Not all its wealth and pride 


Could tempt me from the charms which crown 
That rural flow'ry fide, 


Thy flow'ry fide, where Pope has plac'd 
The Muſes? green retreat, 

With ev'ry ſmile of- nature grac'd, 
With ev'ry art complete. 


But now, ſweet bard, thy heav'nly ſong 
Enchants us here no more; 

Their darling glory, loſt too long, 
Thy once lov'd ſhades deplore. 


Vet ſtill for beauteous G 
The muſes here remain; 

| G-—lle, whoſe eyes IT: power to make 
A Pope of ev'ry ſwain. 


lle's ſake, 


LW woo 
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10 
MISS LUCY FORTESCUE, 


WITH HAMMOND'S ELEGIES., 


BY THE SAME. 


ALL that of love can be expreſs'd 
In theſe ſoft numbers ſee ; 

But, Lucy, would you know the reſt, 
It muſt be read in me, | 


TO THE SAME, 


WITH A NEW WATCH, 


WITH me while preſent, may thy lovely eyes 
Be never turn'd upon this golden toy : 

Think ev'ry pleaſing hour too ſwiftly flies, 

And meaſure time by joy ſucceeding joy. 


But when the cares that interrupt our bliſs, 
To me not always will thy ſight allow, 
Then oft with kind impatience look on this, 

Then ev'ry minute count—as I do now. 
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FR XXXAEAAR  _ q_  RARLL___ F_XXHmXcIC_T_. 


- MAXIMS IN LOVE. 


BY THE SAME, 


I. 
NoNE, without hope, e'er lov'd the brighteſt fair, 
But love can hope, when reaſon would deſpair, 
II. 
The tender pair, whom mutual favours bind, 
Love keeps united, tho' by Alps disjoin'd : 
To paſſion ill-return'd ſhort bounds are ſet— 
The lover that's forgotten will forget. 


HE 
Ye nymphs, be confident, that lover lies 
Whoſe tongue declares his love before his eyes, 


IV. 
A maid, unaſk'd, may own a well-plac'd flame 
Not loving firſt, but loving ill's the ſhame, 


V. 
Ye fair, whoſe prudence, cautious of deceit, 
In praiſe too warmly given, ſuſpects a cheat, 
Without diſguiſe a lover's flattery hear, 
Love, when it flatters moſt, is moſt ſincere. 


VI. 
Sweet are thoſe pains which lovers long endure z 
He is half cur'd who wiſhes for a cure. 
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ON - 


MRS. PENELOPE: 


Tür gentle Pen, with look demure, 
Awhile was thought a virgin pure: 
But Pen, as ancient poets ſay, 
Undid by night the works of day. 


| 


SHE who in ſecret yields her heart, 
Again may claim it from her lover ; 
But ſhe who plays the trifler's part, 
Can ne'er her ſquander'd fame recover. 
Then grant the boon for which I pray! 
*Tis better lend than throw aways 


THE 


JE NE SCAI QUOI, 


VES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
| And Czlia has undone me z 

And yet I'll ſwear J can't tell how 
The pleaſing pain ſtole on me, 
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Tis not her face which love creates, 
For there no graces revel: 

Tis not her ſhape, for there the fates 
Have rather been uncivil. 


Tis not her air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 
And all her ſenſe is only chat, 
Like any other woman. 


Her voice, her touch might give th' alarm; 
"Twas both, perhaps, or neither; 

In ſhort, 'twas that provoking charm 
Of Czlia altogether, 


10 


LADY HERVEY? 


TROM THE FRENCH OF M. DE VOLTAIRE., 


HERVEY, would you know the paſſion 
You have kindled in my breaſt ; 
Trifling is the inclination, 


That by words can be expreſs'd. 


— 3 — . — m —— 


ro POETICAL rARRAGO. 


A ..̃( (.ĩ—X.T—ñ— — ——. .. r—5—.— 


In my ſilence ſee the lover, 
True love is by filence known; . 
In my eyes you'll beſt diſcover 
All the power of your own, 


__—_—q=—n—nHHO nmnqD==v=u—STu—nrz_T—unAuOkn—Ca._—qnqnI_,—cC—C,ITTCC - 


ON | 
LORD COBHAM'S GARDENS:. 


COT TON, 


— — — 


- oo 
— — 


IT puzzles much the ſages' brains, 
Where Eden ftood of yore; ' 

Some place it in Arabia's plains ; 
Some ſay it is no more. 


0 
hi 
0 


| 
| 


| 


But Cobham can theſe tales confute, 
As all the curious know, 

For he has prov'd beyond diſpute, 
That Paradiſe is Stowe, 


= 4 


L—ͤ— 


| 


THE VOW. 


wCo__GsCTesnssGo 


O CLEAR that cruel doubting brow ! 
I'll call on mighty Jove 

To witneſs this eternal vow ;— 
*Tis you alone I love! 
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« O leave the God to ſoft repoſe, 
(The ſmiling maid replies) 

« For Jove but laughs at lovers“ oaths, 
“ And lovers perjuries.” | 


By honour'd Beauty's gentler pow'r ; 
By Friendſhip's holy flame 

« Ah! what is beauty but a flow'r, 
« What friendſhip but a name?“ 


By thoſe dear tempting lips, I cried, 
With arch ambiguous look; 

Convinc'd, my Chloe glanc'd aſide, 
And bade me /s the book, 


— — — ᷣ Ʒ— —— — 


WIEN Phoebus was am'rous, and long'd to be rude, 


Miſs Daphne cry'd, Piſh ! and ran ſwift to the wood ; 
And rather than do ſuch a naughty affair, 

She became a fine laurel to deck the-God's hair. 

The nymph was, no doubt, of a cold conſtitution, 
For ſure to turn tree was an odd reſolution ; 

Yet in this ſhe behav'd like a Coterie's ſpouſe, 

As ſhe fled from his arms to diſtinguiſh his brows, 


UP 2 oo. 
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KATE kiſed her huſband, with theſe words— 
« What tranſports do I prove, 
While heav'n mine own ſweet Will affords 
« Jo bleſs his only love!“ 


« Faith, I believe thee, Kate,“ cry'd he, 
« For woman, good or ill, 

« Ne'er liv'd, who glory'd not to be 
« Miſtreſs of her ſweet Will.” 


LINE. 8, 
OCCASIONED BY THE INTENDED DEMOLITION OF FRIAR 
BACON'S STUDY IN OXFORD, 


RockR! if with thy magic glaſſes 
Running, thou ſee'ſt below what paſſes, 
As when on earth thou didſt deſcry 
With them the wonders of the ſky— 
Look down on yon devoted walls ! 

Oh! fave them ere thy ſtudy falls! 
Or to thy votaries quick impart 

The ſecret of thy myſtic art: 

Teach us, ere learning's quite forſaken, 
To honour thee, and /ave our Bacon. 
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TO 
MR. DERRICK, 


UPON HIS RECALLING HIS ORDERS AGAINST DANCING 
MINUETS IN SACKS, 


BY DAVID GARRICK, ESQ, 


LYCURGUS of Bath, 
Be not given to wrath, 
Thy rigours the fair ſhould not feel : 
Still fix them your debtors, 
Make laws like your betters, 
As faſt as you make them—repeal. 


BY 


MR. CUNNINGHAM. 


A THICK-TWISTED brake, in the time of a ſtormy 
Seem'd kindly to cover a ſheep : 


So ſnug, for a while, he lay ſhelter'd and warm, 
It quietly ſooth'd him aſleep, 


The clouds are now ſcatter'd, the winds are at peace 
The ſheep to his paſture inclin'd ; 
But ah! the fell thicket lays hold of his fleece, 
His coat is left forfeit behind, 
I 
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My friend, who the thicket of law never try'd, 
Conſider before you get in; 

Tho? judgment and ſentence be paſs'd on your fide, 
By Jove you'll be fleec'd to your ſkin. 


THE 
INVITATION. 


To my beſt my friends are free, 
Free with that, and free with me; 
Free to paſs the comic joke, 

Or the tube ſedately ſmoke ; 

Free to think juſt what they pleaſe, 
As at home, and at their eaſe ; ' 
Free to ſpeak, as free to think, 
No informers with me drink; 

Free to ſtay a night or two, 

When uneaſy, free to go. 


LINES 


ADDRESSED TO MR, POPE, 


TRE raven, rook, and pert jackdaw, 
(Tho? neither birds of moral kind) 

Yet ſerve, if hang'd, or ſtuff d with ſtraw, 
To ſhew us which way blows the wind. 
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Thus, dirty knaves, or chatt'ring fools, 
Strung up by dozens in thy lay, 

Teach more by half than Dennis' rules, 
And point inſtruction ev'ry way. 


With Egypt's art thy pen may ſtrive; 
One potent drop let this but ſhed, 

And ev'ry rogue that ſtunk alive, 
Becomes a precious mummy dead, 


TO THE SAME. 


WHILE a. malice, Pope, denies oy page 
Its own celeſtial fire; ; 

While critics, and while bards in rage 
Admiring, won't admire; 


While wayward pens thy worth aſſail, 
And envious tongues decry; 

Theſe times tho* many a friend bewail, 
Theſe times bewail not I. 


But when the world's loud praiſe is thine, 
And ſpleen no more ſhall blame, 

When with thy Homer thou ſhalt ſhine 
In one eſtabliſh'd fame: 
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Then none ſhall rail, and ev'ry lay 
Devote a wreath to thee ; 

That day (for come it will) that day 
Shall I lament to ſee, 


ON 
MR. GARRICK'S PICTURE 


HUNG NEAR A BUST OF SHAKESPEAR, 


"THE foul's chief virtues are in ſymbols ſhown, 
By wiſdom's bird is ſage Minerva known; 
Idalian turtles ſpeak love's gentle fire, 

The Muſe is mark'd by Phœbus' golden lyre. 


Art may expreſs yon venerable buſt, 

And from each feature to reſemblance juſt ; 

But nature pleas'd—with choiceſt tints deſign'd, 
Thee, happy ſymbol of her Shakeſpear's mind, 


— + 


— — — — 


W HEN laureats make odes, do you aſk of what ſort ? 
Do you aſk if they're good, or are evil? 
You may judge — from the Devil“ they came to the 


court, 
And go from the court to the Devil. 


* The Devil Tavern in Fleet-ftreet, where theſe odes uſed to be rehearſed 
before they were performed at court. a 
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10 
MR. TIBBALD, 
WHO, ONCE A WEEK, OR FORTNIGHT, USED TO PRINT IN 


MIST'S JOURNAL A SINGLE REMARK OR POOR CONJEC= 
TURE ON. SOME WORD OR POINTING OF SHAKESPEAR, 


"T1S gen'rous, Tibbald, in thee and thy brothers, 
To help us thus to read the works of others : 
Never for this can juſt returns be ſhown 

For who will help us ere to read thy own ? 


VERSES 


WRITTEN ON A WINDOW IN THE HIGHLANDS 
; OF SCOTLAND, 


BY AARON HILL, 


SCOTLAND! thy weather's like a modiſh wife! 


Thy winds and rains for ever are at ſtrife: 
So, termagant, awhile, her thunder tries, 
And when ſhe can no longer ſcold—ſhe cries, 


S = 


| 
| 
| 
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THE 
AMOROUS SCRUTINY. 


BY THE SAME. 


IF tis not love, what is it, that I feel? 
If tis, he's far more mighty than he's blind / 
Whoſe tickling wounds no ſuff rers wiſh to heal; 
Who pains each breaſt he ſtrikes, in diff rent kin 


If good the cauſe, why the effect ſo ill? 
And why do I thus torn with grief remain ? 

If bad, ſuch torments ſhould not cure, but kill! 
Whence, then, proceeds the ſweetneſs of my pain ? 


If I confent to burn, why do I grieve ? 
And if I don't, ah! what avail my tears! 
Oh! /ife in death, how I my will deceive ! 
And waſte my blooming hope with empty fears ! 


Who can define the odd effects of love? 
*Midft ſtormy tempeſts in a leaky boat, 
No rudder left, no compaſs, right to move, 

Toſs'd to and fro, unknowingly, I float. 


Scarce can J tell how I would wiſh to be! 

While rich in health, I pine, and long to die ! 
In view of death, 1 ſtruggle to be free, 

I freeze in ſummer, and in winter fry. 
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10 
A LADY, ' 


WHO LOVED ANGLING, FROM A HINT OUT OF DR. DONNE, 


BY THE SAME, 


SOME, by the bending reed's ſlow aid, 
May boaſt th' unwary fiſh betray'd : 

Others may finny ſhoals beſet, 

And ſweep 'em with the treach'rous net ;— 


But, why ſhould Sylvia uſe deceit, 
Who is, herſelf, her own beſt bait ? 
Step but, undreſs'd, within the brook, 


And ſmile at every needleſs hook. 


Each willing fiſh will round thee ſwim, 
Gladder to catch thee, than thou him. 
Or, if one fiſh, uncaught, goes by, 
'That fiſh is wiſer far than I, 


JOSTLING IN SNOWY WEATHER. 


BY THE SAME, 


F ORGIVE me, Chloris, nor my rudeneſs blame, 
Strange as it is this r has bred a fame / 
Driv'n from your breaſt, I glow with new deſire, 


And melt like ſtraggling ſnow that falls on fire, 


| 
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Had you been black, you might have ſhunn'd this 


blow ; 
For diff rent colours would each other ſhow ; 


But, oh! you're fair, and cold, and oft, and every 
way like ſnow. 


BY THE SAME. 


Wunsv empty coxcombs blaſt a woman's fame, 
In every ſtate, and every age, the ſame : 

With their own folly pleas' d, each fair they toaſt, 
And where they leaſt are happy, ſwear they're moſt ; 
No diff rence marking 'twixt the gay and lewd, 

But dreaming all who fly would be purſued : 

While thus they vainly think, and vainly live, 

Loft to that reverence, love's ſoft leſſons give; 

Let this great maxim be my paſſion's guide ; 

May I ne'er hope where I am ne'er deny'd, 
Nor gain a woman willing to be try'd, 
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HONEST TOM TAR'S PRAYER. 


BY THE SAME. 


HonzsT Tom Tar, of unpacific fit, 
Plunder'd by Dons, he muſt not dare reſiſt; 
Longing, unlicens'd, to revenge his ſmart, 
Curs'd them in valiant bitterneſs of heart. 
« God grant us grace, he cry'd, © old debts to pay, 
« And give theſe rogues their own another day ! 
« God teach Jack Spaniard cowardice and flight, 
« And teach Old England, in exchange, to fight.“ 
Kind heaven, with pity, heard the brave bold 
fellow, 
Gave his curſe force and Spain his Farinello. 


VERSES 


SENT TO A LADY WITH A POCKET LOOKING=-GLASS. 


BY THE SAME, 


SEE, my ſoul's ſerene invader ! 
See the face I firſt ador'd ! 

Heaven for love and pity made her, 
And with angels graces ſtor'd, 
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Mark her forehead's aweful rifing, 
See her ſoul-ſubduing eyes ! 
Every look, and air ſurprizing ; 
Modeſt, lively, ſoft, and wiſe, 


Next to you, I own, I love her; 
But your ſweet, diſcerning eye 
Muſt not, now, be jealous of her: 
She's ne er ſeen, but you are by. — 
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LINES 


WRITTEN ON A BLANK LEAF OF ALZIRA, WHEN GIVEN TO 
HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE PRINCE OF WALES, 


BY THE SAME, 


Go, Muſe ! nor vainly mourn Britannia ſtray'd, 
In faction roughning, or diſſolv'd in trade; 
Taſteleſs of letters, yet to fame inclin'd, 
Buſily wiewwle/s, and profoundly blind: 
Go, to thy country's hope, invoke his care; 
Watch, if he ſmiles, and, then, ſuſpend deſpair ; 
Bleſs his protective hand, that calls our art, 

And hail his empire o'er a people's Heart. 


7 


LO, Oo, wiv o ., 
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ON 
TWO LOVELY AND LOVING SISTERS, 


BY THE SAME, 


WIN equal charms in different colours dreſs'd, 
Have two ſweet ſiſters rival perſons bleſs'd ; 

How kind is heaven their minds with love to ſtrike, 
And teach 'em both to look, and think alike. 


TO CELIA, 


WITH A RETURN'D TRAGEDY. 


BY THE SAME, 


Tax, O Celia! muſe divine! 
Take again the tragic tale: 
Wit, ſo light, if weigh'd with thine, 
Mounts like feathers from thy ſcale, : 


Yet *twere wiſe, O ſoul of verſe! 
Soft to ſmile upon his flight : 
Blazing tapers ſcarce would pierce, 


Were there no ſuch thing as night, 


124 POETICAL FARRAGO, 


Di'monds would be leſs admir'd, 
Were not brittle cryſtal known ; 
And by poets poorly fir'd, | 
Our rich Celia's wealth is ſhown, 


But, alas ! I ftrive in vain, 
Worth, above me, to diſplay : 

Sunk beneath thy ſtreamy ftrain ; 
Like a g/ow-worm loſt in day. 8 


— — — — — — — — — — — — 


BY THE SAME. 


LETTERS, from abſent friends, extinguiſh fear, 
Unite diviſion, and draw diſtance near; 

Their magic force each filent wiſh conveys, 

And wafts embody'd thought a thouſand ways. 

Could ſouls to bodies write, death's pow'r were mean, 
For minds could then meet minds with heav'n between. 


— 


Y BY THE SAME, 


ORDER! thou eye of action! wanting thee, 
Wiſdom work's hoodwink'd, in perplexity ; 
Entangled reaſon trips at every pace, 

And truth, beſpotted, puts on error's face, 
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BY THE SAME. 


WIG and Tory ſcratch and bite, 
Juſt as hungry dogs, we ſee : 

Toſs a bone *twixt two, they fight, 
Throw a couple, they agree, 


BY THE SAME, 


WoMEN talk of love for faſhion, 
So they do of ſpirits walking : 
But no more they feel the paſſion, 
Than ſee the ghoſt of which they're talking. 


— 
— — 


BY THE SAME. 


Have a care, gay, young, and wanton, 
Give no ground for love to plant on ; 
Guard againſt the fair deceiver, 

See and hear, but don't believe her : 

Or, if nothing ſeems unjuſter, 

'Than to love and yet diitruſt her ; 

On your fide to turn the laughter, 

Try her firſt, and truſt her after, 
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BY THE SAME. | : 


W HEREER the diamond's buſy point could paſs, 

See! what deep wounds have pierc'd the middle glaſs ! 

While partial and untouching all the reſt, 

Higheſt and loweſt panes ſhine unimpreſs'd ; 

No wonder, this !—For e'en in life *tis ſo, — 
High fortunes ſtand unreach'd—unſeen the low, 5 

But middle ſtates are marks for ev'ry blow. 


= 
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BY THE SAME. 


Werrr women wiſe, their names on glaſs, 
Like froth of empty faſhion, 

Would, to their lovers ſorrow, paſs 
For proofs of brittle paſſion, 


Love ſhould, in ſecret, like the ſun, 
Burn, tho” a world ſhould ſhade it; 
But ſhew its ſource of heat to none, 


Except that God who made it, 


PRIN: 
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EPITAPH 


UPON A MAN AND HIS WIT E. 


BY THE SAME. 


STAY, bachelor ! if you have wit ! 
A wonder to behold ! 

Huſband and wife in one dark pit, 
Lie cloſe and never ſcold, 


Tread ſoftly tho'—for fear ſhe wakes ; 
Hark !—ſhe begins already :— 
% You've hurt my head—my ſhoulder akes ; 
6 'Theſe ſots can ne'er move ſteady.” 


Ah! friend, with happy freedom bleſt; 
See, how my hope miſcarried ! 
Not death itſelf can give you reſt, 
Unleſs you die unmarried. 


WOMAN'S RESOLUTION. 


BY THE SAME. 


* Our cry'd Arſenia long in wedlock bleſt, 
Her head reclining on her huſband's breaſt, 

« Should death divide thee from thy doating wife, 
« What comfort could be found in widow'd lite ? 
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« How the thought ſhakes me !—Heaven my Strephon 
« ſave, f 
« Or give the loſt Arſenia half his grave!“ 
Jove heard the lovely mourner, and approv'd : 
cc And ſhould not wives, like this,” ſaid he, “ be loy'd ? 
« Take the ſoft ſorrower at her word, and try 
« How deeply rooted woman's vows can lie?“ 


Twas ſaid, and done the tender Strephon dy'd 


Arſenia two long months t' outlive him 2ry'd, 
But in the hird—alas! became a bride, 


— :: — — 
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BY THE SAME. 


W HISP'RING cloſe a maid, long courted, 
Thus, cry'd Drone, by touch tranſported ; 
* Prithee, tell me, gentle Dolly! 
Is not loving long a folly ?” 
Ves,“ ſaid ſhe, with ſmile reproving, 
« Loving long, and only loving.“ 
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LINE S 


ON GIVING THE. NAME OF GEORGIA. TO A PART 
OF CAROLINA. 


BY THE SAME. 


W rLE rip'ning ſlow, the future purpoſe lay, 

And conſcious ſilence plann'd the op'ning way; 

Kind, o'er the riſing ſcheme, an angel hung, 

And dropt this counſel from his guardian tongue: — 
Wiſh you this way the royal pair inclin'd? 

To Carolina be a Georgia join d 

Then ſhall both colonies ſure progreſs make, 

Endear'd to either for the other's ſake : 

Georgia ſhall Carolina's favour move, 

And Carolina bloom by George's love. . 


„. 


THE SNUFFERS, 


BY THE SAME. 


Dxsy1s'D, and worthleſs, tho' I ſeem to be, 
Yon new-top'd flames owe their bright light to me. 
'Tho' ſcorn'd—you ſee, I can do ſervice ftill ; 
Some good lies hid in every ſeeming ill. 

And hence, let fortune's fav'rites learn to know, 
That virtue's virtue, tho' in rags it go. 


c 2 — 77 . 
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LINES 
TO LORD BOLINGBROKE, WRITTEN UPON THE BLANK LEAP 
OF A POEM SENT HIM BY THE AUTHOR. 


BY THE SAME, 


d 


Go, thought's loſt child, born dark beneath wit's pole, 
Seek the ray'd tract, to taſte's departed ſoul : 7 
Awfully conſcious dare the depths invade, 

Where filent St. John ſuns his penſive ſhade ; 

There if he fmile—'tis whole mankind's aſſent ; 

Scorn the ſhort world thou leay'ſt, and die content. 


ON A BEE 


THAT WAS SWALLOWED BY A LADY IN A GLASS OF WINE. 


BY THE SAME, 


 PreTTy, loſt, advent'rous bee! 
How pitiful thy caſe ! 
A world of wealth was offer'd thee, 
But as rice would not let thee ſee = 
The charms in Celia's face, 
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Keenly ey'd with lover's care, 
Thou had'ſt not loſt her kiſs! 

But halting at her lips for more, 

Supply'd thyſelf with honey'd ſtore, 
From magazines of bliſs, 


AN EPIGRAM, 
OCCASIONED BY SOME VERSES ON A MONUMENT 
IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY, 


BY THE SAME. 


How ioſt this pomp of verſe ! how vain the hope 
That thought can dwell on Craigs, in view of Pope ! 
When upon Rubicon's fam'd bank is ſhewn 

Cæſar's preſs'd foot on the remember'd ſtone ; 

No traveller once aſks the quarry's name, 

Whence the coarſe grit, by chance diſtinguiſh'd came; 
But thinks with reverence, here great Julius trod, 
And hails the footſteps of a Roman God, 


Wy A > 
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THE 
LOVER'S DEGREE OF COMPARISON. 


BY THE SAME. 


— — 


. Happy che man, who does Celinda view, 
| More happy he who ſees, and loves her too; 
Moſt happy, ſure ! of all mankind is he, — 
Who, loving her, belov'd by her ſhall be. 


ON 
A LADY, 


PREACHED INTO THE CHOLIC BY ONE OF HER LOVERS.. 


BY THE SAME. 


BELLONa, the fierce, who held mar in diſdain, 

And deſpis'd her own ſex, to whom love could give 
pain; ; | 

Went to church, in defiance, and met with her fate, 

From a pulpited Cupid, who there lay in wait: 

But her head was ſo arm'd, and ſo hard was her heart, 

That his arrows rebounded in ſcorn of his art; 

Then, with voice of revenge, he exalted his pipes, 

Shot 1n ſpleen at her belly, and gave her the gripes. 
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i 
« Thus I wound her,” cry'd he, © in a whimſical 
ce place, 
« *Cauſe ſhe covers kind wiſhes with haughty grimace. 
Let her now twiſt and ſcrew—'twill but faſten the 
« dart; 
cc She has love in her bowels, but hate in her heart.“ 


10 
A LADY, 


WITH A BOOK RETURN'D, CALL'D THE INTELLIGENCER, 


BY THE SAME, 


ÞvE kept your Intelligencer, Madam, fo long, 
That I hardly dare hope you'll forgive me the wrong. 
Had you been but a man, no excuſe I had writ, 

For we're ſeldom ſevere to the faults we commit ; 

But intelligence kept, the kind ladies muſt gall, 

Who no ſooner receive it than part with it all, 


th 


— 


TO MRS. T R. 


BY THE SAME. 


WHERE, in this land (Alzira cry'd) 
Shall Indian virtues reſt ? | | 

Who will be here the ſtranger's guide, . 
And lead her to be bleſt? 
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Seek, ſaid the whiſp'ring Muſe, ſome fair, 
Of England's beauteous race; | 

Who does herſelf thoſe virtues ſhare, 
Which moſt Alzira grace. 


One, who has taſte, as nobly ſtrong, 
And charms, as ſoftly ſweer, 
Will guard her fiſter ſoul from wrong, 
While graces graces meet, . 


I took the Muſe's kind advice, 
Look'd round the fair and bright, 
And found Alzira, in a trice, 
Was matchleſs 'T——t's right. 


LINE S 


WRITTEN ON A BLANK LEAF OF MERO PE, AND SENT TO 
MR. GARRICK BY THE AUTHOR, 


BY THE SAME. 


INro your hands a dumb dead likeneſs take, 
Whoſe form you quicken'd, and whoſe ſoul you make. 
Mine was a painted fire - your piercing rays 

Sent lightning, and effulg'd it into blaze. 

Now, on a ſhelf, ſome ſilent nook impart 

To him you've loudly lodg'd on ev'ry heart, 
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BY THE SAME; 


VAINLY now ye ſtrive to charm me, 
All ye ſweets of blooming May; 

How can empty ſun-ſhine warm me, 
While Lothario keeps away ? 


Go, ye warbling birds go, leave me; 
Shade, ye clouds, the /miling y: 
Sweeter notes her woice can give me, 
Softer /un-/hine fills her eyes 


ON A MIS ER. 


BY THE SAME. 


Ir to be modeſt, merits praiſe, 
And pride 1s own'd a fin, 

I'll now, O miſer! tune my lays, 
And on thy worth begin, 


We by religion learn to know 
That vanity's a fault, 

And ſhould avoid all public ſhew 
Of fondly boatting ought, 
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Thou then art, ſure, *bove others bleſt, 
And haſt more merit too; 
Whoſe worth lay filent in thy breaſt, 
Where none its value knew; 
Till ſeiz'd by death, and laid to reſt, 
Abroad thy bounties flew, 


To | < 
A LADY 


-WHO LAUGH'D AT DYING IN METAPHOR, 


.BY THE SAME, 


AND why, fair trifler, does that meaning eye, 
Smile, in contempt, when lovers ſwear they die? 
»Twixt death and love but one ſmall diff rence lies, 
The ſoul, in both, from its left body flies: 

In death, *tis gone, like ſmoak, diſſolv'd in air; 
Loft, in expanſe, the loſer knows not where: 

In love, we trace it with ſuch willing pain, 
Twere to die zvice to take it back again, 


ACEC oo 
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MOD ES T . 


BY THE SAME, 


— 


As lamps burn ſilent, with unconſcious light, 
So modeſt eaſe in beauty ſhines moſt bright 
Unaiming charms, with edge reſiſtleſs, fall, 
And ſhe, who means no miſchief, does it all. 


. 


70 
A LADY 
WHO SENT BACK THE TOP OF A SWEET=BRIAR BRANCH, 
AND RETAINED THE -WORST END OF IT, 


'BY THE SAME, 


WHILE the way of the world is to keep all the beſt, 
And then, in due form, oblige friends with the reſt; 

' You, Madam, who would lend ev'n trifles a grace, 
Teach your meanings to borrow a ſmile from your face; 
And polite, to your pain, when a preſent you ſend, 
Give the thorn to yourſelf, and the roſe to your friend, 


WR RAY RA 
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TO 
A LADY, 


WHO SENT THE AUTHOR HER GOOD WISHES, 


BY THE SAME. 


SUPPOSE that the ſun had a tongue, and ſhould ſay, 
May your journey be bleſs'd with a very fine day : 
Then withdrawing his face ſlip aſide with his light, 
And ſurround me at once with the coldneſs of night ; 
What would Florimel ſay to this trick of the ſun ? 

I would ſay, cry'd the charmer, *twas cruelly done. 
Would you ſo, anſwer'd I ?—have a care what you own, 
Who have wiſh'd me a// bleſſings, yet granted me Tone. 


10 
A LADY, 
WHO WAS EXPECTED, IN VAIN, ON A SUNDAY. 


BY THE SAME, 


THAT the eye's pow'r could ſhake the heart I knew ; 
Is there who doubts it ? let him look on you : 
And wit in woman's tongue was ne'er found weak ; 


Witneſs their ſuff rings who have heard you ſpeak, 
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Yet, ſtrong as woman's wit and charms are thought, 
They've one ſtrange influence, till this hour, untaught : 
Safely oppos'd to God's decrees they ſtand, 

And ſmile unhurt in face of heaven's command, 

Let this, ſaid God, a day of reft remain; 

You came not—and it prov'd a day of pain. 


TO 
A SILENT LADY, 


BY THE SAME, 


CHARMERS, like you, are dumb, in vain, 
Their very filence ſpeaks too plain : 

That ſparkling eloquence of eyes 
Proclaims you lovely, gay, and wiſe ; 
While the mild meanings of your air, 

A ſoul as ſoft as evening flowers declare. 
Your ey'ry motion, arm'd with ſpeaking grace, 
Tells ſome new wonder, and aſſiſts your face. 


THE GINA T. 


BY THE SAME. 


W HILE in the Mall my Celia ſhone, 
And drew th' adoring world to gaze ; 
A wanton gnat came buzzing on, 


To gambol in her blaze, 
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| © 


Enliven'd by her lucid beams, 
And urging bliſs too nigh, 

Th' attractive beauty's pow'rful ſtreams 
O'erwhelm'd him in her eye. 


The glowing orb, ſwift catching fire, 
Now heat was mixt with light; 
The wing, that durſt ſo high aſpire, 
She rubb'd to duſt in ſpite : * 
Meanwhile the clouded fight ſhone dim; 
Her ſun, through miſts, appears ; 
Moiſt anguiſh roſe above the brim, _ 
And flow'd away 1n tears, 


O gnat! too happy, thus to die! 
My Celia weeps thy fate; 
She kills me ev'ry day—yet I 
No pity can create. 


Myſterious ſex ! by cuſtom led 
Mere trifles moſt to prize 
O, truth, to turn a lover's head, 
They murder en, and weep—for flies. 


ODA 
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ON 
HEARING A VERY DULL SERMON. 


BY THE SAME, 


Ir who would ſpeak things well, muſt make them 
clear, | 

And ſouls are touch'd moſt ſtrongly thro? the ear; 

If none convince but they who firſt perſuade, 

Theſe preaching quacks of heav'n miſtake their trade: 

Who cloak their brightneſs with a cloud of form, 

And freeze that fancy which they ought to warm.. 


— 


TO CELINDA, 
DESIRING HIM TO DESCRIBE HER. 


BY THE SAME, 


ALAS! you know not what you bid me do, 

He who loves well can ne'er diſtinguiſb too. 

To paint you juſtly, aſks cool reaſon—T. 

'Thro? paſſion's faithleſs glaſs ſhould look too high; 
If when I trace you abſent, killing fair ! 

I catch the anguiſh influence of deſpair ; 

To ſearch you near my ſoul could ne'er endure, 
Without diſſolving quite in loves hot calenture. 
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THE 
MOTTO ON PUG'S COLLAR. 


BY THE SAME. 


JAM no common earth-born Pug ; 
My name 1s Seraphil ; - 
Once I was fair Liberia's filph, + 
And am her ſervant ſtill. 


AN EPTTAPH 


UPON A TALKATIVE LADY, 


BY THE SAMI. 


How apt are men to lie: how dare they ſay, 
When /ife is gone, all learning fleets away; 

Since this glad grave holds Chloe fair and young, 
Who, where ſhe is, firſt Iearnt to hold her tongue. 


WLAN 
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MARTIAL, 


EPIGRAM lix, LIB. 7. 


AD JOVEM CAPITOLINUM. 


BY THE SAME, 


GREAT Capitolian Jove ! thou God, to whom 
Our Cæſar owes that bliſs he ſheds on Rome 
While proſtrate. crowds thy daily bounty tire, 
And all thy bleſſings for themſelves defire ; 
Accuſe me not of pride, that I alone 

Put up no pray'r that can be call'd my own : 

For Cæſar's wants, O Jove ! I ſue to thee, 
Cæſar himſelf can grant what's fit for me. 


IMPROMPTU, 


ADDRESSED TO ELECTORS, 


* GIVE me your vote, Sir Canvas cries, 
« And T'll take care your ſon ſhall riſe.” 
The promiſe made, he quits the door, 

Nor thinks of boy or promiſe more. 
Meanwhile the youth, to learning bred, 
Gets lofty notions in his head: 
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But when his patron he aſſails, 

And finds each golden proſpect fails; 

To beg aſham'd, to work untaught, 

He takes a purſe—is fairly caught, 

And ſoon rewarded with a halter, 

Thus proves the Knight his kind exalter. 


Ho, 


— 


THE. 


HONEST CONFESSION. . 


IT happen'd, in a healthful year, 
(Which made proviſion very dear, 
And phyſie mighty cheap;) 

A doctor, ſore oppreſs'd with want, 

On buſineſs turning out ſo ſcant, 

Was one day ſeen to weep. 


A neighbour aſk'd him why ſo ſad, 
And hop'd no dangerous illneſs had 
To any friend befel : 
« O lord! you quite miſtake the caſe !*”” 
 (Quoth Bliſter ;) „ Sir, this rueful face 
« Is—"cauſe my friends are well.” 
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ON 
SHAKESPEARE AND voLTAIRE. 


BY MR, HOLCROFT., 


CLAD in the wealthy robes his genius wrought, 
In happy dreams was gentle Shakeſpeare laid; 
His pleas'd ſoul wandering thro' the realms of thought, 
While all his elves and fairies round him play'd, 


Voltaire approach'd ; ſtraight fled the quaint-ey'd band, 
For envious breath ſuch ſprites may not endure ; 
He pilfer'd many a gem with trembling hand, 


Then ftabb'd, and ſtabb'd, to make the theft ſecure, 


Ungrateful man! But vain thy black deſign, 
Th' attempt, and not the deed, thy hand defil'd ; 
Preſerv'd by his own charms, and ſpells divine, 
Safely the gentle Shakeſpeare ſlept, and ſmil'd, 


Deere 


EPIGRAM 


ON A LADY WHO SQUINTED, 


Ir ancient poets Argus prize, 

Who boaſted of a hundred eyes; 
Sure greater praiſe to her is due 

Who looks a hundred ways with two, 


L 
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LINES 


WRITTEN IN THE COURT OF KING's BENCH, 


WIEN we've nothing to dread from the law's 
ſterneſt frowns, 

How we laugh at the barrifters wigs, bands, and gowns ! 

But no ſooner we want them to ſue or defend, - 

Than heir laughter begins, and our mirth's at an end. 


" Ports, ” ſays Horace, © who expect 
« Their verſes ſhould for ever live, 

« Nine years each poem muſt neglect, 
« Ere they the final poliſh give.“ 


This rule might ſuit the Roman bard; 
But will not modern poets ſmile, 
© To think, if they the ſale retard 
Nine years—how they muſt live the while ? 
H—. 


How guy join d, the lawyer and his wife! 
He moves at bar, and ſhe at home, the ſtrife. 


POETICAL FARRAGO. I47 
DC ___T______—_—_————= 


THE LOYAL PAIR, 


LI lift for a ſoldier,” ſays Robin to Sue, 
To avoid theſe eternal diſputes!“ 

« Aye, aye,” cries the termagant, “ do, Robin, do! | 
« I'll raiſe, the meanwhile, freſh recruits,” 


DX ———— — — | CC IDE 


IT. George, to ſave a maid, a dragon flew 3 

A gallant action, grant the thing were true. 

Some ſay there are no dragons—nay, tis ſaid, 

There's no St. George !—Pray Heaven there be a maid ! 


PETER, turn'd bard, to paſs a quiet life, 
Praiſes the virtue of his handſome wife: 
Amaz'd, to find ſhe treats him ſtill with ſcorns, 
- In feeling for his wreath, he finds his horns, 


— ....  - 


SAYS Giles, « My wife and I are two; 
« Yet, faith! I know not why, Sir!“ 
Quoth Jack, “ You're ten, if I ſpeak true; 
« She's one, and you're a cypher.“ 
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ROCHESTER'S GRACE 


AT A MISER'S TABLE. 


"THANKS for this miracle ! It is no leſs 
'Than manna dropping in the wilderneſs. 
Chimnies have ſmok'd that never ſmok'd before, 
And we have din'd where we ſhall dine no more. - 


— — — —— 


As Foote, who had always ſome ſmart thing to ſay, 

Was jeſting, and punning, one night, at the play; 

An actreſs, with neither voice, feeling, nor air, 

In figure reſembling a huge Flanders mare, | 

Appear'd on the ſtage “ Pr'ythee whom have we 
| cc here?“ | 

| Cries out the droll wag, to a friend who ſat near, 

« Mrs, Reddiſh, you mean?“ He replies, with a nod, 

And a look full of archneſs—« Horſe-Raddiſh, by God!“ 


THE 
AUGUSTAN AGE, 


For twice nine cent'ries why has partial fame, 
O'er worthier Romans ſwell'd Auguſtus name ? 
O'er Julius nobler, and of greater mind, 


O'er Titus ſelf, that darling of mankind ? 
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What, but the muſe, this laſting diff rence made? 
Pleas'd poets lent the world's great lord their aid ; 
And, from their grateful verſe, conſent firſt grew, 
That he, who rais'd the arts—/urpaſs'd them too. 


THE 
COMPARISON.. 


Tu ſun now clear, ſerene the azure {ky,. 
See, where you go, your conſtant /adow fly; 
A cloud ſucceeds, the ſun-ſhine now is o'er, 
The fleeting phantom fled is ſeen no more; 
With your bright day, behold its progreſs end; 
This is, vain man, the picture of your Friend! 


EPIGRAM. 


Two Peters, one a ſaint, and one a ſinner, 
Ador'd his Saviour that, and this his dinner: 

In life an epicure, in name a prieſt, 

His hell 2 aii, his heav'n a ven'ſon feaſt: 

But here the world a woeful proof may view, 
How falſe religion works beyond the true; 

*Ere thrice the crowing cock his notes had try'd,, 
The /aint no leſs than thrice his lord deny'd ;. 
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The inner, faithful to his god of wine, 

Forſakes not ſo his more frequented ſhrine; 

Tho? thrice the midnight cock repeats his warning, 
And thrice the watchman's voice proclaims the morning. 


A 


WHILE the good prieft, with eyes devoutly clos'd, 
Left on the book the marriage fee expos'd ; 2 
The new-made bridegroom his occaſion ſpies, 

And pleas'd, repockets quick the glitt'ring prize : 

As quickly turning round, old Surplice views 

The frolic, and demands his pilfer'd dues. 

0 No,” quoth the man, “ good doctor, I'll nonſuit you, 
22 cc A plain default. I found you off your duty; 

c More carefully the holy book ſurvey; 

0 Like all your brethren, watch, as well as pray. 


* 


MV head and my purſe had a quarrel of late, 

And referr'd it to me to decide the debate ; 

Not great was the diff rence—it ſeems this was it— 
« Had purſe the moſt money, or head the moſt wit :*? 
I know not, . cry'd I, which at preſent is worſt; 

But ſurely the head had the vacuum frft, 


— 
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MR. C Y'S APOLOGY 


FOR KNOCKING OUT A BOOKSELLER'S TEETH, WHO TOLD 
HIM THAT HIS WORKS WOULD NOT SELL, 


I MUST confeſs that I was ſomewhat warm, 

When I broke D-—y's teeth; but where's the harm? 
My work, he ſaid, would ne'er afford him meat, 

And teeth are uſeleſs where there's nought to eat. 


TO 
AN OLD MAID, 


WHO BOASTED OF HER VIRGINITY, 


WIUIV labour, Cynthia, to prove a caſe 
That ſtands ſo well aſſerted in your face? 


Porz has true genius all his works declare; 

Vet he's a wretched poet witlings ſwear. 

No wonder — their antipathy to ſenſe 

Is but /elf-lowe, and giv'n for ſelf-defence, 

Fools love by inſtinct, blockheads herd together, 

And owls are pleas'd with all of their own feather ; 

India's dark ſons in ſwarthy forms delight, 
And when they paint the devil, paint him white, 
Thrice happy Pope! ſince all aſſert thy cauſe, 

By /atire theſe, the reit by juſt applauſe, 
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EX NIHILO FIT NIHIL. 


WHAT cruel ſtars their dire malignance ſhed 
On hapleſs Damon's, and fair Celia's head ! 

A pair, who long have ſigh'd, but ſigh'd in vain, 
To be united by the nuptial chain. | 

But gold its neceſſary aid denies, 

Gold, that ſupport of all our nuptial joys. 

The ſwain poſſeſſes nought, the nymph the ſame ; 
Ah! luckleſs Damon! and too luckleſs dame! 
Tis hard; but ſo caprieious is your fate, 

'Tho' nothing is between, you ne'er muſt meet, 
Hymen averſe, cries, both are baffled quite, 
*Cauſe nothing parts you, you ſhall ne'er wnite. 


_—_——_—_FH__________ - —̃ʒ(v 


THE 
CONSOLATION. - 


My goods are loſt, my houſe is burnt, 
And yet, upon my life, 

No great misfortune have I met, 

For in't was burnt my wife, 


KO ⏑ PAO 
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TO 
DEAN SWIFT, 


AGAINST WHOM, IN THE INFIRMITY OF OLD AGE, SEVERAL 
SCURRILOUS PAMPHLETS APPEARED IN PRINT, 


THY mortal part, ingenious Swift, muſt die, 
'Thy fame ſhall reach beyond mortality ! 

How puny witlings joy at thy decline, 

Thou darling offspring of the tuneful nine ! 
The noble lion thus, as vigour paſſes, 

The fable tells us, is abus'd by as. 


ON 


MARSHAL SAXE. 


Tur eternal ferryman of fate, 

When Saxe, unconquerably great, 
Approach'd within his ken, 

Scowl'd at his freight, a trembling crowd, 

And, © turn out ghoſts,” he roar'd aloud, 
« Here's Hercules agen.“ 


Con oc wy 


I54 POETICAL FARRAGO. 


CCC ͤ .. — ͤ———ͤ— —— . —— . — —— 


VERSES 


WRITTEN ON THE WALL OF THE COLLEGE, AT DULWICH, 
FOUNDED BY EDWARD ALLEYNE, ESQ. COMEDIAN, 


1626. | 


ATTEND, vain ſhade of Egypt's mighty lord, 
For ſumptuous walls, and pyramids ador'd ; 
Whoſe hand laborious taught their pride to riſe, 
To ſpurn afflicted earth, and threat the ſkies ; 
Own you miſtook the road to real fame, 

And view theſe humbler roofs with conſcious ſhame, 
Say, to what end you rear'd each mighty tow'r; 
Each fond effect of too luxuriant pow'r ? 

Say, to what end thy lab'ring ſubjeRs groan, 

And burden regions with a maſs of ſtone ? 

Say, where's the praiſe whole millions to conſume, 
And lie magnific in a ſplendid tomb ? 

See, for the poor, theſe friendly walls appear, 

Want finds relief, for charity dwells here : 

Here let the honeſt and diſtreſs'd repair, 

And, with their maker's, bleſs the founder's care ; 
Survey the joys benevolence can bring, 

And ſee the player far excel the king, 

Courts to the dead thy mighty fabrics give, 

Theſe walls receive and nouriſh thoſe who live. 


EAA 


POETICAL FARRAGO. 155 


LINE S 


ON THOSE VOTARIES OF BACCHUS, THE FELLOWS OF 
——ů COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE, 


IF in the dry the devil doth walk, 
As ſacred writings tell us, 

(In ſpite of what ſome folks may talk) 
He'll ne'er come at our fellows, 


VERSES 


"WRITTEN ON SEEING HAUGHHAM ABBEY, A FINE OLD 
RUIN, NEAR SHREWSBURY, WHITE=WASH'D, 


How awful once thy ancient face ! 
How ſpoilt by vain renewing ! 

Of old, thy gravity was grace, 
Now, ſpruceneſs thy undoing. 


Thou, who waſt once a rev'rend ſage, 
Alike in fact and ſhow, 
Art now, ridiculous in age, 


Nought but a batter'd beau, 


WP WB WG 2 


156 POETICAL FARRAGO, 


— —ä—ñ ————— yn ů— — — — — — — — — 


FROM 
THE LATIN OF OWEN, 


BY MR, D-. 


Tno' ev'ry atheiſt all chriſtians know, 

Muſt after death hell's torments undergo 

Yet Satan (paradoxical to tell) : 
Will ſearch in vain for atheifts in hell. 


oN 
THE DEATH OF KING WILLIAM. 


Vain Greece, conſult no more, or haughty Rome, 
For worth or virtue, view this royal tomb : 
Beneath whoſe ſhade more ſacred duſt 1s wept, 
Than in their urns or temples ever ſlept. 
Cæſar had courage, but the tyrant's name, 

And Rome enſlav'd, obſcur'd the warrior's fame: 
Cato had honor ; but the dagger, near, 
When dangers preſs'd, betray'd the patriot's fear. 
His triumphs, one by dire oppreſſion gain'd, 

And one his virtues by his weakneſs ſtain'd, 
Britain's loy'd king did with each Roman vie, 
As fond of freedom, as reſolv'd to die; 

Without his guilt did Cæſar's laurels wear, 

And boaſted Cato's fame without his fear. 
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FROM THE GREEK, 
ON PLUTARCH'S STATUE. 


BY MR, DRYDEN, 


Wiss, honeſt Plutarch! to thy deathleſs praiſe, 

The ſons of Rome this grateful ſtatue raiſe : 

For why ? both Greece and Rome thy fame have ſhar'd, 
Their heroes written, and their lives compar'd : 


But thou thyſelf could'ft never write thy own ; - 
T heir lives had parallels, but thine had none, 


ON HOMER. 


STILL in our ears Andromache complains, 

And till in view the fate of Troy remains; 

Still Ajax fights ; ſtill Hector's dragg'd along; 
Such ſtrange enchantment dwells in Homer's ſong ; 
Whoſe birth could more than one poor realm adorn, 
For all the world is proud that he was born, 


D ο D 
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| AN 
| INSCRIPTION FOR A FOUNTAIN, 


ADORNED WITH THE STATUE. OF QUEEN ANNE, AND THE 
CHIEF RIVERS OF THE WORLD ROUND IT, 


BY PRIOR, 


- 


V active ſtreams, where- e er your waters flow, 
Let diſtant climes, remoteſt nations know, 
That ye from Thames and Danube had been taught 
How Anne commanded, and how Marlb' rough fought, 


2 n 2 b 


ON 
A MEAN HOUSE, 


BUILT BY A POETICAL GENTLEMAN. 


A BARD grown deſirous of ſaving his pelf, 

Built a houſe he was ſure would hold none but himſelf ; 
This enrag'd God Apollo, who Mercury ſent, 

And bade him go aſk what his votary meant, 

Some foe to my empire has been the adviſer; 

"Tis of dreadful portent when a poet turns miſer : 

| Tell him, Hermes, from me, tell that ſubje& of mine, 
I have ſworn by the Styx to defeat his deſign ; 

For wherever he comes there the muſes ſhall reign, 
And the muſes, he knows, have a numerous train, 
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THE 
STAGE'S ACKNOWLEDGMENT. 


O NATURE! when thy ſov'reign pow'r we ſee, 
How poor a thing muſt affeRation be ! 

Whilſt Clive, with beauteous eaſe, the audience charms, 
And, with the fire of native influence, warms ; 

Pour'd from her eyes the meaning raptures roll, 

And ſhoot the laughing graces thro' the ſoul. 

Or when the ſprightly ſong demands her aid, 

How pointed are thy notes, ſweet muſic, made! 

Poets and maſters careleſs may command, 

Her look is meaſure, and her action ſound. 


— 


10 
A YOUNG LADY, 


ON HER RECOVERY FROM THE SMALL=POX, 


CHLOE no more unjuſtly fear 
Your num'rous ſlaves decreaſe ; 
Say, does the ſun leſs bright appear, 
"Tho? ſpots o'erſpread his face? 


Thoſe ſtains, by fate's ſevere decree, 
He's ever doom'd to bear, 

While thine, each rifing morn, we ſee 
Diſſolving into air, 
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10 
MR. GARRICK, 


oN HIS COMPLIMENTING A CERTAIN PREACHER, 


THE preacher's looks when Roſcius ey'd, 
And on his accents hung, 

The preacher's breaſt firſt felt a pride, + 
A fluency his tongue, 


Not that he caught the mighty glow, 
Which heightens Shakeſpear's ſenſe ; 
Thy thunder, or thy tender flow 
Of magic eloquence. 


Remote from all the ſpeaker's art, 
He triumph'd in his Theme; 

That {truck itſelf the feeling heart, 
And met the genial flame, 


Could'ſt thou impart the pow'rs that ſhake, 
At fiction's call, the ſoul : 

The eyes that look, the lips that ſpeak 
The paſſions of the ſoul ; 


-— 


Keen, as the piercing of the ſteel, 
The prieſt would ſtrike the breaſt ; 
Inſtruct the callous how to feel, 
The wicked how to reſt, 
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By thee the powerful preacher taught, 
The wond' ring crowd, would teach; 

The crowg would catch the heart- felt thought, 
For Garrick then would preach. 


THE WISH. 1 


May I, through life's uncertain tide, 
Be ſtill from pain exempt ; 
May all my wants be ftill ſupply'd, 

My ſtate too low t'admit of pride, 

And yet above contempt. 


But, ſhould the providence divine 
A greater bliſs intend ; 

May all theſe bleſſings you deſign 

(If e'er thoſe bleſſings ſhall be mine) 


Be center'd in a friend. 


10 
A PAINTED LADY. 


LEAVE off thy paint, perfumes, and youthful dreſs, 
And nature's failing honeſtly confeſs : 
Double we ſee thoſe faults which art would mend, 
Plain downright uglineſs would leſs offend. - 

M 
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1 
DR. TRAPP'S TRANSLATION OF VIRGIL. 


| BY DR, YOUNG, 


[| IF, at his title, Trapp had dropp'd his quill, 
Wl | Trapp might have paſs'd for a great genius ſtill; - 
| But Trapp, alas ! (excuſe him if you can) 
= Is now a ſcribbler, who was once a man. 


— 


HENRIETTA, in her prime, 
Was the fickleſt thing alive; 

(See the ſtrange effects of time !) 
Now ſhe dotes at forty-five, 


| n which, for a while, 


Turn about with ev'ry blaſt; 
Old, and deſtitute of oil, 
So ruſt to a point at laſt. 


| 
A EEO — — 
: 


SYLVIA, methinks, you are unfit 
| For your great lord s embrace; 

| For, tho? we all allow you wit, 

| | We can't a handſome face, 
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Then, where's the pleaſure, where's the good, 
Of ſpending time and coſt ? 

For, if your wit's not underſtood, 
Your keeper's bliſs is loſt. 


BY 


DEAN SWIFT, 


So bri ght is thy beauty, ſo charming thy ſong, 

As had drawn both the beaſts and their Orpheus along; 
But ſuch is thy ay'rice, and ſuch is thy pride, 
That the beaſts muſt have ftary'd, and the poet have die'd, 


ON | 
A FAIR SHREWͤ. 


BY SIR JOHN HARRINGTON, 


_—— 


F AIR, rich, and young! how rare is her perfection, 
Were it not mingled with one foul infection! 

So proud an heart, I mean, ſo curſt a tongue, 

As makes her ſeem nor fair, nor rich, nor young. 


WA AGAR 
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* 


A ABSOLUTION. 


1 


5 IF, without gold, ſalvation can't be bought, 

Hao curſt the wretch who is not worth a groat! 
But if Chriſt's death for all has purchas'd peace, 
Rejoice, ye poor, and let your mis'ry ceaſe. 


| — i 
A LORD, who talk d of late with idle ſcorn, 
Of ſome that wore inſenfibly the horn; 
| Said he could wiſh, and did, for his own part, 
| All cuckolds in the Thames with all his heart. 
A friend reply'd : “ By ſtarting ſuch a-whim, 
| « Your lordſhip, I preſume, has lcafmd to ſwim,” 


160 
A RUD ISH OLD MAID, 


| LEFT ALONE WITH A GENTLEMAN, 
| 


WHY then that bluſh ? allay that needleſs fear ; 
Miſtaken maid ! no raviſher is near: 
When thou appear'ſt in danger, aſk thy glaſs, 
Would any forfeit heav'n for ſuch a face? 
Whoe'er attempts thy virtue to abuſe, | 
Offends without temptation or excuſe ; 
Whoe'er thy chaſtity would then moleſt, 
Shew em thy face—'twill well defend the reſt. 
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ON 
A SLENDER. COLLECTION 


FOR A CHARITY * BATH, 


2 . * 
r * 
— — — 


| 80 little at the chapel d 4; 1 | 
This nation, doubtleſs, muſt be poor,— 
So much at gaming thrown away l 
No people ſure ſo rich as they,— . 
Britons ! *twere greatly for your glory, 
If thoſe who ſhall tranſmit your ſtory, 
Their notions of your grandeur frame,. 
Not as you give, but as you. game. 


AN 
HONEST PREJUDICE. 


A CAMBRIDGE ſoph, juſt freed from cap and gown,, 

Went to a ſermon, with his friend in town. 

The doctor, not a Sherlock, I ſuppoſe, 

Soon lull'd his audience to a ſweet repoſe; 

But when the drowſy charm was at an end, 

Up ſtarts Cantab, and wakes his ſnoring friend: 

He rubb' d his eyes, and curs'd the ſtupid preacher, 

« And pray,” ſaid he, « d' you know this learned: 
« teacher? | 

« No,” cry'd the ſoph, “ but, ere the Wr beg. 

I knew our fate — for he's an Oxford man. 


7 
þ 
3 
11 
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SAWNEY'S COMFORT, 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1630. 


Loxp, what a goodly thing is want of ſhirts ! 


How a Scotch ſtomach, . and no meat, converts ! 


| We wanted food and raiment, ſo we took 


Religion for a ſempſtreſs and a cook. 


FROM THE GREEK, 


No colours laid by pencil on, 

Can match her eye, her ſkin, her hair! 
Who paints the ſplendor of the ſun, 

May paint the brightneſs of the fair. 


WRITTEN AT BATH, 


ON NASH's STATUE NOT BEING PLACED IN THE CENTRE 
OF THE PUMP-ROOM, WHERE THE CLOCK STANDS. 


Quorn Naſh to the clock, « ſtand out of my way !” 
Said the clock, Mr. Naſh, tis too late in the day 
e For you to command whom you ought to obey. 


« Your pow'r, guondam monarch, now, faith, is 


* decry'd, 
“And the whole corporation, to humble your pride, 


% Have agreed, thus in public, to et you afide.” 


ry 4 


* 


 PotfriCAL FARRAGO. 


ON 
THE DUTCHESS OF PORTSMOUTH'S PICTURE. 


WInO can on this picture look, 

And not ſtraight be wonder- ſtruck, 

That ſuch a wither'd, dowdy thing, 

Should make a beggar of a king ! 

'Three happy nations turn to tears, 

And all their former love to fears :— 

Falſe and fooliſh, prond and bold, 
Ugly, as you ſee, and old: 

In a word, her haughty Grace 

Is w——e in all things ſave her face, 


"I 


IN 


THE STYLE OF CHAUCER. 


FULL oft with Mat doth Topaz dine, 
Eateth bak'd meats, drinketh Greek wine : 
But Topaz his own werke rehearſeth; 

And Mat mote praiſe what Topaz verſeth : 
Now, ſure as prieſt did e'er ſhrive finner, 
Full hardly earneth Mat his dinner, 


DUNN | 
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MARTIAL, 
"LIB, i EPIGRAM 69 
LET Rufus weep, rejoice, ſtand, fit, or walk, 
He can of nothing but of Nzvia talk ; 
Let him eat, drink, aſk queſtions, or diſpute, 
Still he muſt talk of Nævia, or be mute. 2 
He writes to parents, ending with this line : 
« I am, my lovely Nævia, ever thine.” 


— 
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MARTIAL, 


LIB, IV. EPIGRAM 34. 


- BY SIR CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS. 


Cox, Chloe, and give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſweeter ſure never girl gave ; 
But why, in the. midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſkeme how many Pd have? 
I'm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 
Then prithee, my charmer, be kind; 
For, while I love thee above meaſure, 
To numbers I'll nd er be confin'd, 
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Count the bees that on Hybla are playing; 
Count the flow'rs that enamel its fields; 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſtraying, 
Or the grain that rich Sicily yields: 


Go, number the ſtars in the heaven; 
Count how many ſands on the ſhore; 
When ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
Still ſhall I be craving for more. 


What joy can be greater than this is ? 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent ; 
But the wretch that can number his kiſſes, 
With few will be ever content. 


125 — 


Or old, when the wags attack'd poor Colly Cibber, 

As player, as bard, as odaic wine bibber, 

To a friend that advis'd him to anſwer their malice, 

And check, by reply, their extravagant allies ; 

« No, no,” quoth the laureat, “ with ſmile of much 
6“ glee, | 

« They write for a dinner which they ſhan't get from 
cc me,?? 
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CONJUGAL LOVE, 


Wuv, Celia, ſhould the dazzling fire 
Of fierce, inſatiate deſire, 
Glow on each poet's tongue ; 
While ev'ry ſwain, in ev'ry grove, 
To luckleſs or to lawleſs love, 
Still tunes the am'rous ſong ? 


And ſhall not joy confirm'd, the beſt, 

The gayeſt inmate of the breaſt, 
Awake the poet's lute ? 

Shall airy Hope exalt his ſtrain, 

Deſpair in dying notes complain, 
And gratitude be mute ? 


A wiſer, a more virtuous rule, 
In nature's uncorrupted ſchool, 
The feather'd ſongſters learn; 
The lark, the nightingale, and thruſh, 
All flutt'ring chirp from buſh to buſh, 
When firſt with love they burn; 


But when they've form'd the genial neſt, 

Each of his conſtant mate poſſeſs'd, 
Their joys then know no bounds; 

Muſic expands their little throats, 

And, with the wild, ecſtatic notes, 
Hills, dales, and woods reſound. 


POETICAL FARRAGO, 171 


VERSES, 


WRITTEN IN A LADY'S POCKET=-BOOK. 


WITH what ſtrange raptures would my ſoul be bleſs'd, 
Were but her book an emblem of her breaſt ! 
As I from that all former marks efface, 
And, uncontroul'd, put new ones in their place; 
So could I chaſe all others from her heart, 
And my own image, in their room, impart ! 
But, hold ! how ſhort my bliſs would prove, if he, 
Who ſeiz'd it next, could do the ſame by me! 


 PooR Selinda goes to pray rs, 
If I but aſk the favour; 

And yet the tender fool's in tears, 
When ſhe believes I'll leave her, 


Would I were free from this reſtraint, 
Or elſe had hopes to win her; 

Would ſhe could make of me a ſaint, 
Or Jof her a ſinner, 


WC PN 
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10 JULIA 


THROWING” A SNOW-BALL.. 


V 


YouNs, wanton Julia flung the gather'd ſnow, 
Nor fear'd I, burning from the wat'ry blow: 
Tis cold, I cried ;- but ah! too ſoon I found, : 
Sent by her hand, it dealt a ſcorching wound. — 
Reſiſtleſs fair! we fly thy pow'r, in vain, 
Wbo turn'ſt to fiery darts the frozen rain. 
Burn, Julia, burn, like me, and that deſire, 
With water which thou kindleſt, quench with fre. 


| SOLON'S 
SEPTENNIAL DIVISION OF TIME». 


ThE ren firſt years of life man's break of day, 
Gleam of ſhort ſenſe, a daun of thought diſplay ; 
When fourteen ſprings have bloom'd his downy cheek,. 
His ſoft and baſhful meanings learn to ſpeak ; © / 
From twenty-one, proud manhood takes its date,; 
Yet is not ſtrength complete till zwwenty-cight, 
Thence, to his five and thirtieth, life's gay fire 
Sparkles, burns bright, and flames in fierce deſire; 

At forcy-tauo, his eyes grave wiſdom wear, | 


And the dark future dims them. o'er with care ;. 
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At forty-nine, behold his toils increaſe, 
And buſy hopes and fears diſturb his peace 
At fity-/ix, cool reaſon reigns intire, 
Then life burns ſteady, and with temp'rate fire; 
But /ixty-three unbends the body's ſtrength, 
Ere the unweary'd mind has run its length; 
And when, from /ev'nty, age ſurveys her laſt, 
Tir'd, ſhe ſtops ſhort, and wiſhes all were paſt. 


* —_— 


70 | 
A "GENTLEMAN, 
WHO OBSERV'D, THAT THE MEN OF THIS AGE ARE 
AVERSE TO MATRIMONY, 


BY A LADY, 


Lo eell us, with a ſerious air, 
What we, without a figh, can hear; 
You ſay your ſex no longer deign 
To pay their vows at Hymen's fane; 
E'en let them take their final leave, 
For little cauſe have we to grieve, | 
What does our ſex by marriage gain? 
A plenteous ſhare of care and pain, 
Soon as we give our hand away 
And utter that dread word obey, - 
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Fair freedom inſtant takes its flight, 

We bid adieu to each delight; 

For, tho? we chance to wed a fool, 

As huſband, he'll expect to rule; 

Will think he's ſenſe enough to guide ; 
For all men have their ſhare of pride.— 
Good-nature and good ſenſe are ſeen, 
But ſeldom to unite in men : 

I own, in ſome few, they may join; 

In thee conſpicuouſly they ſhine ; 

But, of mankind, how ſmall a part, 
Poſſeſs ſo good, fo great a heart! 

The nymph, who in love's lott'ry tries, 
Stands a poor chance to gain a prize; 
The beſt when got, alas, how ſmall ! 
Though for that prize ſhe hazard all, 


FROM THE . FRENCH. 


BY DEAN SWIFT, 


THAT all from Adam fir begun, 
Sure none but Whiſton doubts ; 

And that his ſon, and his ſon's ſon, 
Were plowmen, clowns, and louts. 


Here lies the only diff rence now, 
Some ſhot off late, ſome ſoon ; 
Your fires in the morning left off plough, 
And ours in th' afternoon, 
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THE | 
GAME OF LIFE. 


— === = 


WHO has the better game, {till fears the end; 
Who has the worſe, ſtill hopes his gain will mend, 


A 
CURE FOR AMBITION. 


To curb th' ambitious, parſons preach, 
And ſtories poets feign ; 

But what theſe ſing, and what they teach, 
Is all, alas! in vain. 


One remedy is yet in ſtore, 
Which may the madmen fave ; 
Tell 'em that Brunſwick is no more, 
And ſhew them William's grave. 


ON DR. MEAD. 


Means gen'rous mind's to lateſt ages known 
From others' works, his learning from his own. 
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ON 
SIN WALTER RALEIGH. 


O HADST thou ferv'd the heroine all thy days, 
Had heav'n from ſtorms of envy ſcreen'd thy bays ; 
Hadſt thou ſtill flouriſh'd in a warlike reign, | 
Thy ſword had made a conqueſt like thy pen. 

But what to ſuch untimely fate could bring 

So great a ſubject, but a little king! 
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THE POET'S POWER. | 


BY SWIFT, 


'Trut poets can depreſs and raiſe, 
Are lords of infamy and praiſe ; 
They are not ſcurrilous in ſatire, 
Nor will in panegyric flatter. 


Vnzjuſtly poets we aſperſe; 
Truth ſhines the brighter clad in verſe ; 
And all the fictions they purſue 
Do but inſinuate what's true, 


rr 
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ON 
THE PRETENDER'S LANDING IN SCOTLAND. 


BY A PERSON OF QUALITY. 


PRETENDER in the Iſle of Egg / 
Why then we muſt be watching ; 

For is it not too plain, I beg, 

Some miſchief is a hatching ? 


And miſchief, if you let it hatch, 
Is diffi cult to quell— 

A faction therefore you muſt watch, 
And cruſb it in the Hell. 


ON 
THE COUNTESS OF D——RC—ST—R, 


BY LORD DORSET, 


HER bed is like the marriage- feaſt, 
To which th' invited never came; 
So, diſappointed of her gueſt, 
She takes up with the blind and lame, 


N 
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BY PRIOR. 


FRANK carves very ill, yet will palm all the meats, 
He eats more than fix, he drinks more than he eats : 
Four pipes after dinner he conſtantly ſmokes, 

And ſeaſons his whiffs with impertinent jokes ; 

Yet, ſighing he ſays, *© we muſt certainly break, 
And my cruel unkindneſs compels him to ſpeak, 
For, of late, I invite him but four times a week. 


| ON 
A SERMON AGAINST INOCULATION. . 


WERE told, „by one of the black robe, 
The dey'l inoculated Job: 

Suppoſe it true, what does he tell? 

Pray, neighbours, did not Job do well ? 


— 


Jon N Dryden enemies had three, 

Call'd Dick *, Old Nick“, and Jeremy“: 
The doughty knight was forc'd to yield: 
The other two have kept the field: 

But, had the poet's life been holier, 

He had foil'd the devil and the collier. 


* Sir R. Blackmore, the Devil, and Jeremy Collier, who wrote again 
the immorality of the ſtage, 
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EPITAPH ON PHILIP, 


FATHER OF ALEXANDER. 


Hex, reſt 1 Philip; on th' Ægean ſhore, 
Who firſt to battle led Emathia's pow'r, 

And dar'd what never monarch dar'd before. 
If there be man, who boafts he more has done, 
To me he owes it, for he was my ſon, 


ON MR. POPE. 


BY MR. ROLT» 


YE muſes; weep ! ye ſons of Phœbus, mourn, 
And decorate with tears this ſacred urn ! 

Pope dy'd : fame bade the muſes ſound his praiſe ; 
They ſaid, twas done in his immortal lays, 


= —— — — — 


THE RIVAL BEAUTIES, 


FROM RUFINUS, 


TREE lovely nymphs contending for the prize, 
Diſplay'd their charms before my critic eyes; | 
Superior beauties heighten'd ev'ry grace, 

And ſeem'd to mark them of celeſtial race: 
But I, who, pleas'd like Paris, fear 'd his fall, 
Swore each a Venus was —and pleas'd them all. 
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ON 
THE STATUE OF A COW, 


WHICH A CALF WAS ENDEAVOURING TO SUCK. 


BY MIRON, 


HxENCE, fooliſh calf !—thy cries refrain, 
Nor torture thus my teats in vain : 

The ſculptor's hand has done its part, 

But real milk exceeds his art, 


MARTIAL, 


LIB, i. EPIGRAM 47. PARAPHRASED, 


DIAULUS, late who, void of ſkill, 


Profeſs'd the healing art, 
Now acts, in league with Pluto ſtill, 
The undertaker's part. 


Yet hear the man his change deplore ; 
« Hard fate! thus forc'd to ſlave'? — 


Fool! when a quack, what didſt thou more, 
Than cater for the grave? 
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ON 
AN AFFECTED PHILOSOPHER. 


I F, by your beard, your wiſdom you would ſhew, 
Know goats have beards, and Plato was a beau. 


ON MR. ALLEN. 


Sanctus haberi 
Juſtitiæque tenax factis dictiſque mereris > 
Agnoſco procer em. Juv. 


VBE haughty youths, of noble lineage vain, 
Who ſcour the turf, and revel in champagne; 
Who boldly claim the honors of your race, 

And boaſt their names whoſe titles you diſgrace; 
Tell me what firſt your grandſires blood refin'd : 
Was it their birth, or virtues of their mind ? 
Twas virtue gave that luſtre to their name, 
And plac'd them foremoſt in the liſts of fame, 
For civil arts, or feats of arms renown'd, 

Their merit unbought titles juſtly crown'd. 

But tho' the wretch that ſoils their glorious deeds, 
To his fire's honors legally ſucceeds ; 

Tho? titles may deſcend, where virtues fail, 

No royal grant can real worth entail, 
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Such tinſel pomp may dazzle vulgar eyes, 
Whilſt men of ſenſe the glitt'ring cheat deſpiſe, 
But ſee the man of virtuous parents born, 
Whoſe uſeful life exalted acts adorn ! 


With genius bleſs'd, whoſe ev'ry purpoſe tends 


T' improve his country, or enrich his friends: 

Who pours his wealth on works of public uſe, 

In worthieſt deeds ſtill gloriouſly profuſe : 

Whoſe pious care ſeeks merit in diſtreſs, 

His unknown hands whilſt wond' ring wretches bleſs; 
Like ſome celeſtial planet's friendly rays, 

To all around diffuſive bliſs conveys : 


Who thus through life purſues one glorious plan, 


Is more than noble, is a godlike man ! 


ON MR. Cann R-Y'S VILLA, 


AT HAMPSTEAD, 1760. 


OTRANGER approach ! prepare to ſee 
A palace in epitome, 

A rural queen, in this retreat, 

Has fix'd her airy ſummer's ſeat : 

Midf grottos, lawns, and blooming trees, 
She here enjoys the balmy breeze; 

And here, with calm contempt, looks down 
On the tumultuous joys of town. 
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The villa ſplendid, tho' not great, 
With ev'ry mark of art complete, 
Preſents to view, on ev'ry ſide, 

The ſpoils of oriental pride: 

All that rich China's marts diſplay, - 
Groteſque in ſhape, in colours gay; 
Enamell'd jars, or painted ſcreens, 
Fat idols, pagods, mandarines ! 

But chiefly here regales our eyes 
Whate'er the Flemiſh ſchool ſupplies, . 
Of landſkip rare, with labour'd ſkill, 
By Berchem, Brughel, or Paul Brill; 
Names which the connoiſſeur reveres, , 
Tho” harſh to nice poetic ears. 

Yet what we prize above all theſe, 
Behold, the ſeat of health and eaſe !. 
Of pleaſures pure, that never cloy ;, 
Of focial and domeſtic joy: 

Or, what in courts is very rare, , 
Behold a cheerful, happy pair!. 


TO W. MILLS, ESQ. 


ON A LATE ACT OF GENEROSITY.,. 


YOU call it luxury, when, in all his glory, 
Quin loads his plate with turtle and John Dory ;. 
Or ſnuffs the pinquid haunch's ſav'ry ſtream, 

And crowns the feaſts with jellies and ic'd cream.. 
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But when, with more indulgence, you employ 

Your wealth to give the penſive boſom joy; 
When, by one lib'ral act, the mind's beſt treat! 

You make a brother's * happineſs complete ; 

There is, you'll own, tho' rarely underſtood, 

The higheſt luxury in doing good | 
Nay, view his heart, and Quin will grant, I'm ſure, 
The generous man's the trueſt epicure. 


ON 
TULLY'S HEAD IN PALL MALL. 


TO MR. Re DODSLEY, ON HIS WRITING CLEONE. 


Wurgg Tully's buſt and honour'd name 
Points out the venal page, 
There Dodſley conſecrates to fame 
The claſſics of his age. 


In vain, the poets, from their mine, 
Extract the ſhining maſs, 

Till Dodſley's mint has ſtamp'd the coin, 
And bid the ſterling paſs. 


1 This gentleman took his brother to the Bank one morning, and tranf- 
ferred 10, oool. to him as a preſent, i 
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Yet he, I ween, in Cæſar's days, 
A nobler fate had found; 


Dodſley himſelf, with verdant bays, 
Had been by Cæſar crown'd. 


His buſt near Tully's had been plac'd, 
Himſelf a claſſic bard; 
; His works Apollo's temple grac'd, 
And met their juſt reward, 


But ſtill, my friend, be virtue, ſenſe, 
And competence thy ſhare ; 

And think each boon, that courts diſpenſe, 
Beneath a poet's care, 


Perſiſt to grace this humbler poſt, 
Be Tully's head the fign ; 
Till future bookſellers ſhall boaſt, 


To vend their tomes at thine, 


— — 
[ VERSES 
ON THE BISHOP OF CLOYNE'S TREATISE ON THE VIRTUES 
. OF TAR-WATER., 1744. 
| Lo! ev' ry ſubje Berkeley treats 


With elegance and eaſe ; 
Tar breathes forth aromatic ſweets, 
And metaphyſics pleaſe ! 


* 


 PORTICAL FARRAGO. 


Tho' humbly, firſt, the ſage explores | 

The virtues of the pine; [ 

To loftier themes he gently ſoars,. ? 
Phyſician and divine. 1 


Here batter'd rakes, for taint or gout, 
A ſure balſamic find ; | 

Here ſophs may learn what Plato thought 7 
Of the eternal mind. | . 


Henceforth let none the lawn decry, | | 
If Berkeley's pious care | 

Teach wits to own the Trinity, 
And beaux to reliſh tar. 


CHARM? with the empty ſound of pompous words, . 
Carlo vouchſafes to dine with none but lords; 

Whilf rank and titles all his thoughts employ, 

For theſe he barters ev'ry ſocial joy : | 

For theſe, what you and J ſincerely hate, 

He /ives in form, and often farves in ſtate. | | 

Carlo, enjoy thy peer ! content to be F 

Rather a ſlave to him than friend to me. 

Go, ſell the ſubſtance, to retain the ſhow ; 
You may ee m happy—L'll be really ſo, 
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| OSTENTATION. 
: a 


ALAS ! Sir Knight, in vain you wear 
That ſenatorial wig, and air; 

In vain, call in reſerve's aſſiſtance, 
To keep us little folks at diſtance: 

| Theſe arts may ruſtics keep in awe, 
3 And to your vaſſals give the law; 

[| We know the world, and we deſpiſe 
This mummery and poor diſguiſe. 
You're ſtill the ſame, do all you can, 
We know too well what is in man. 
No artifice that ſoul can hide, 

That ſeat of ignorance and pride ; 
For, ſpite of all this vile grimace, 

We read the ideot in your face. 


Bupo, whoſe pride diſdains to give attention, 
Still aſks you things aboye his comprehenſion ; 

F But 'ere you ſpeak, his thoughts are on himſelf, 
1 His dreſs, his dinner, or his paltry pelf. 

One day, © what ſignifies,” quoth he, “ your learning 7 

« Does Greek or Latin make one more diſcerning ? 
« For all your claſſics I'd not give one groat ; 
« Who's e'er the richer pray for all he wrote ? 


188  _ POETICAL FARRAGO., 


COoLE NL... 


© Tf books, then, neither make men rich, nor wiſer, 
« Your man of learning is the greateſt miſer, 


« Whoſe ſtudies, day and night, his thoughts employ, 


« To heap up ſtores which he can ne'er enjoy.“ 
Your reaſoning's ſomewhat odd, I told the man, Sir, 
But you'll not liſten to a proper anſwer. 

The ſweets of knowledge are to thee, I find, 
Sounds to the deaf, or colours to the blind : 

But as in darkneſs owls are more diſcerning, 

How juſt is thy antipathy to learning! 


: THE 
FORCE OF FASHION. 


Varvus, tho' merely led by faſhion, 
For worth alone pretends a paſſion ; 
Affects, with truly lib'ral ſpirit, 
To idolize a man of merit: 
Applauds the deeds, the ſenſe, the . 
Of good, of wiſe, of witty folks: — 
He daily at your houſe attends, 
And ſeems to rank you with his friends : 
In public, too, he'll ſtill affect 
To treat you with profound reſpect, 
(More than Venetians do their doge) 
For what ?—becauſe you are in vogue, 


i 3 — 
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But, Sir, you muſt not think it ſtrange, 
If Varus ſhould his conduct change. 
I The public, fickle as a child, 
1 Now frowns on what ſo late it ſmil'd ; 
Still fond of change, wants ſomething new, 
Careſſing me, neglecting you. 
See Varus, in his turn, affect 
7 To treat you with the ſame neglect; 
7 | Nay, ſhun you as a worthleſs rogue, 
1 For what ?—becauſe you're out of vogue. 


VANITY AND AVARICE. 


; TN E man who courts the ſordid great, 
; And with the ſplendid Florio dines, 
« Is tantaliz'd in empty ftate, 

And thirſts amidſt his coſtly wines. 


There's Burgundy, he lets you know, 
Or bright champagne's more ſprightly juice : 
| There's claret too ;—but all for ſhow ; 

4 The honeſt port's alone for uſe. 


Thus vex'd, his tortur'd gueſts complain, 
And ſtare at what they fear to touch; 
Thus Florio, covetous and vain, 
| Offers too little, ſhows too much. 
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LAURA, profuſe as city dame can be, 

High rates herſelf on her economy: 

She ne ler will buy a thing that's dear, ſhe vows, 

Vet, by her bargains, pillages her ſpouſe, 

ec That ſet of china was the cheapeſt thing !— 

ce *Tis fine enough to entertain a king. 

« This cambric, ſlily ſlipp'd into my hand, 

cc Was /uch a bargain -I could not withſtand. 

c That cloth, tho' dear, caſt nothing, one may ſay ; 
c Twill wear for ever and, I know, twill pay.“ 

Then ſhe has bought the fineſt duck in town; 

"They a/#'d three ſhillings ;—but 700 half a crown, 
*« And don't you think this ham prodigious cheap l 
« We did not want it—but, you know *'twill keep.” 

Her friends with bargains thus poor Laura treats, 
Langhs at her tradeſmen, whilſt herſelf ſhe cheats: 
But, Laura, ſtop in time ; too late, I fear, | 
You'll find theſe bargains coft you dew liſh dear. 


1 — OE BY . 8 9 * 


IN ancient times, ſome hundred winters paſt, 
When Britiſh dames, for con/cience ſake, were chaſte, 
If ſome frail nymph, by youthful paſſion ſway'd, 
From virtue's paths unhappily had ſtray d; 
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When baniſh'd reaſon re- aſſum'd her place, 


The confcious wretch bewail'd her foul diſgrace ; 


Fled from the world, and paſs'd her joyleſs years 
In decent ſolitude and pious tears ; 
Veil'd in ſome convent made her peace with heav'n, 


And almoſt hop'd by prudes to be forgiv'n. 


Not ſo a modern frail one: Now, the tram 
Illuftrious, Pilkington, Bellamy, and Vane ; 


\Grown old in fin, and dead to am'rous joy, 


No acts of penance their great ſouls employ. 
Without a bluſh, behold each nymph advance, 
The luſcious heroine of her own romance; 
Each harlot triumphs in her loſs of fame; 
Nay, boldly prints and publiſbes the ſame, 


— — 


A MAN chere is to town and country known, 
Who neither lives in.country, nor in town ; 

He's here, he's there, from place to place he flies, 
In queſt of that which heav'n to man denies. 
Curio, the preſent joys of life forgot, 

Still fancies greater joys where he is not : 

Hence, ever reſtleſs, go you where you will, 
You'll find poor Curio at your elbow ftill. 

He boaſts no wit; but, yet, the Lord knows why, 
Curio muſt keep the beſt of company. 


Wherever well-dreſs'd folks in crowds appear, 


Aſk'd, Or unak'd—you'll ſpy out Curio there. 


— — 
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At ev'ry ven'ſon, ev'ry turtle feaſt, 


See him, with anxious look, a conſtant gueſt ! 


Drawn by the ſavoury ftream, no doubt—why no; 
He only comes to ſee how matters go. 

In ſhooting ſeaſon, Curio takes his gun: 

Is there a fiſhing party? He makes one: 

Not for the ſport—no ; Curio neither went 


To ſhoot, nor fiſh—but 7ft zo learn th* event. 


To-day he comes to ſhow my lord your place; 
'To-morrow does the ſame t' oblige his Grace: 
Thus, mov'd by wires, this errant punchinella, 
For want of buſineſs is a buſy fellow. 


END OF voL. Io 
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